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r^wTT.v had alxeady knocked withoot antiwer. To be 
Bare, it had been a soft knock, at Emily's knocks al- 
ways were ; bat it had been the signal agreed upon — 
one tap and then two. As she waited, listening, the 
chapel-bell atrnok six, vibrantly near. That decided 
her. It was getting late. The thought of the antomobile 
frightened her into asecood knock, almost peremptory. 
What oonid be the matter 1 No answer. With qniok 
decision, she opened the door a crack and looked in. 
The lamp was nnUghted, the room nnocoupied, — no 
one on the oonoh, no one at the big desk with its 
white litter of papers, no one at the long centre-table 
darkened with books. A fern, the delicate lines of 
which swayed from a stand in the window, seemed 
the only living thing. A gust of wind, spiced with 
bnming leaves, rustled the papers on the desk and 
blew cold on Emily's cheek. She opened the door 
wider and stepped in. There was frost in that air and 
the fern was choice. When the wind had blown the 
door to behind her, she at last became aware of a 
girl's figure at the window, against the gray of the 
twilight. 

" Margot I Ton ? " she oried. "Aieyonill? Didn't 
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you hear me knock? It is yoa, Mai^t?" And she 
stopped, anoertun. 

" Yes," said the girl at the window. "It ia I." Her 
voice was stnuige and stifled. 

Instinctively Emily's arms went out to her. "Yoa 
oonldnotanswermel'Whatisitfdeai? Are yon hart?" 
she cried. And then, when no response except a sob 
came to her, she fumbled for matches, adding, "I 
just knew something would happen to you in that 
great German machine of yours, with a French ohaof- 
feurl There's more than the ordinary risk of antomo- 
biliugl There 's a racial misunderstanding." 

As the match sputtered and flared under Oie green 
lamp-shade, the girl at the window turned and dropped 
among the pillows on the couch. The light flashed on 
the brass buttons of her long motor-coat, and revealed 
her ashen face, her blown fair hair, the disordered red 
veil slipping from her hat. 

Emily sank on her knees beside her. " What is it, 
dear ? " she cried again. " Can't you tell me ? " 

" I have seen death 1 1 have seen death ! " the other 
Biud brokenly, shuddering down among the pillows. 
" Ach 1 to be like that I " 

"Yon poor darling I Yon poor child I Are you hurt? 
How cold you are I " And she caught Margot's hands 
and tagged at her heavy gloves. "Just tell me, dear, 
whether yon are hart 1 Did something break ? " 

Mai^t shuddered again and buried her faoe olosw 
in the cushions. " It was little Denny I " she whispered, 
bursting into sobs. 

" What I " Emily began to exclaim, then stopped. 
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Better let Iier cry, abe decided, and turned to close the 
window and pat a match to the fire. Then, as the 
flames leaped from paper to kindling, she sat on the 
oonoh and nnbattoned the ooat. " Your hands are like 
ioe, dearest," she said gently. " Let me get your things 
off, and than yon can watch the fire. How sweet the 
hickory is already ! " 

The other did not lift her head. "AchI to bo that 
way I " she sobbed on bitterly. 

" I know, dear, I know 1 But yon are here in your 
own sittiog-room and there *s going to be a glorious 
fize. Open yoor eyes and look at me, won't yon ? " 
And i^;ain she kissed the wet oheek. 

" I fear so to again see his eyes," Margot whis- 
pered, catching Emily's hand. "Aoh, I have not 
known death is like that 1 Fraulein Hadwig has never 
(old me it is like that ! " 

A golden firelight filled the toma. ** Jnst open yoor 
eyes and see I " Emily p««i8ted gently. " Don't fear, 
dearest I Snob a fine blaze 1 All last summer's sun- 
shine in its warmth 1 " 

Suddenly, Margot flung her anns around her, cry- 
ing wildly, " It was little Denny, Emily I Little Denny 
that brings our wash! He was so white t " 

" Yes, dear, yes I I know I Death has ooma twice 
to ua. Will it help yon to tell me ? Yon are not to be 
blamed, darling I " 

Maigot started back violently. **Ach, it was not 
my machine I I should be mad if it had been. But 
aheiwards, — when — when it was over, — then have 
I taken him in my arms. Often have I promised to 
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make for him a little ride — and so. — bo have I kept 
to my promise!" And again she wept wildly and 
buried ber face od her friend's shoulder. 

" Yes, dear, yea I " Emily repeated, holding her 
close. 

Presently, the soba quieted and ahe went on rapidly, 
in a half whisper, " It was this way. I was wild with 
homeaioknesB froni hearing the German choral that 
in chapel they were singing this morning. The air was 
ataU and the music has come in my window quite dear. 
And then in the laboratory. Professor Landachad has 
chatted with me about Leipzio, and my heart was 
heavy. And so I have ordered F^lix to bring the ma- 
chine, and I oould not find thee, and I could not bear 
the others when my mood was so sad, and so I went 
alone. And as we have gone through Willow Street to 
the Valley Soad, the little lad waaidayiog by the bridge 
with some other little lads and bis dog — the ragged, 
white-eyed dog that carries one end of the stick for 
the clothes-basket. And Denny waved to me and 
shoated, and Patsy tried to follow, and Denny ran 
after him and called to him. And I have flown on 
down the Valley Road and out over the mountun and 
back. Aohl it was heavenly — the wind in my face I The 
world seemed so good 1 And when I have oome back 
across the bridge — there — there was a crowd — and 
dust on beyond — and there, on — " She stopped and 
shuddered, clasping Emily's band tighter stilL 

*' You poor dear, yon I I can gaessi Don't — " 

" Ach, but I maat tell thee I Thoa must know it all. 
Shut up in my heart it does me much pain. He was on 
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the gnus hj the roadside — goite still — and the little 
dog was close to him — and the people have not known 
what to do — no one — just workmen on the bridge. 
And we stopped and I cried to g^re him to me qnick, 
to go to the hospital. And then he was in mj arms — 
and Pats; was close at my feet. And we flew — and 
his bead was against me, here, Emily, — and his carls 
were wet — Ach! why has not Fraolein Had wig told 
me how it is to diel " And again ■heabaddered and 
sobbed on Emily's ibonlder. 

'*And was it qoite too late, dear?" Emily asked 
presently, strewing ber hair, and seeing for the first 
time a dark little stain on the breast of the coat. 

** Ach, yes I It bad been quick — like that — when 
the machine — And then it bad gone on, the devil of 
a thing I And his mother came, all tears and tremb- 
ling, and crying, * My little boy t My little boy I ' — 
a little poor, whito, bigbtoned mother I Ach, I baT« 
not known there is bo bittor a thing in life I It aches 
in the heart, life does ! " 

And she drew away, and, seeming to go far in ber 
thought, stared into the flames. But she did not pro- 
test as Emily slipped ofi her coat and took hat and 
Teil. Like a child too weary to have a will of ber own, 
she allowed herself to be put into ber wrapper and 
tucked np among the pillows on the Couoh. 

" How good thou art to me 1 " she murmured. 
"And now thou 'It go to supper, if it is the time, 
liebchen. I cannot guess the time. Since this morning 
it is to me a year I Ach, that little dog I He was like 
me. He has not nndetstood this thing of dying. He 
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whined and trembled bd." And sgun die sobbed, her 
face hidden in the pillows. 

" I '11 aiaj with 70a, dearest," Entilj said, oa her 
knees at the side of the coach. " Just hold to me, Yoa 
■ee, it 's been a shook — a fearful shock. Why, any 
one wonld feel just as yon do. Don't be frightened, 
darling I And now I'll ring for tea and toast, and 
send word down to Mrs, Updike that we are not ooDung 
to sapper. A cup of tea will bnwe yon ap a lot." 

So she rang, and set forth the tea-table by the 
oonob, and got ont jam and froit from a oapboatd 
under tfae window seat And Mai^ot's sobs grew less 
frequent and her figure less rigid. !EVom downstairs 
there came a clatter of dishes and the bint ring of 
much laughter. 

"And DOW, dear, a cap of tea," Emily said softly, 
when the maid had gone. 

Margot did not tnm her gase from the fire. " Now 
I know what it means to say, ' as still as death,' " she 
was saying, half to herself. '* Before I have not known. 
Once, before a long time, when I was qnite a little 
girl, my bird has died, but I have not seen it. Franlein 
Hadwig has said it was too ugly for me to see, and 
has sent it away. Lottohen has said that Fraulein 
has buried it under the rose-boshes, and Lottchen 
has wanted to dig it up, bnt I would not, if it was 
ogly. So I hare not known. And then when the roses 
hare eome, they were lovely and so I iotffA. And 
onoe — " 

"But take jroor tea first, Margot, dear," Emily 
pleaded, " and then we 11 talk, and yoa 11 tell me 
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many things I mnt to know." Sht drtw the tftUe 
n«anr the oonch and piled the pillom up. " T«a '• fine 
after a shook. Mother seldom drinks it nnless some- 
thing has gone wrong, or suddenly and tarprisingly 
tight, and then tea does soothe and comfort her." As 
she went on in her soft, nnexidted Toioe, Ha^t be- 
gan to sip her tea and eat her toast, leaning baok 
among her pillows. " Now I take it so often that there 'a 
nothing left to soothe and qniet me," Emily rambled 
on as ^e sipped. "I just have to simmer down and 
get orer things." 

" But, Emilohen, thou art so much the master of 
thyself [ Life seems all clear before thee and tboa art 
so strong I Thou hast such hold of life I " 

" Hare X? " Emily answered, smiling a little into 
the flames in her relief at the turn of the talk. " I 
did n't know I had. It is n't that I have hold of life, 
dear. It's because almost everything has happened 
to ns that can happen. Yon see, Father died suddenly, 
and John was shot in Manila, and then there 's hardly 
any' money for Mother and Helen and me. So most 
thhigs have happened, and there 's not much to be 
frightened about. And then, of oonrse, we *re old-fash' 
ioned, I suppose, for we hare lots of faith and we feel 
sure that God knows and helps. But it *b time for more 
tea, dearest, and to pat on another log. Fill my cup, 
too, will you ? " And she threw on the wood so vigor, 
oualy that flocks of sparks flew up the chimney amid 
a lively crackling and s fresh smell of hickory. 

Ma^^t was slow over her tea. Her thoughts seemed 
to fdlow Emily's heavily. "I know not thy way, lieb- 
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cben," she said at last slowly. '* Only I bnow then 'rt 
calm and stroog. I myself SMm just a baby, and to- 
nigbt I am bom again into a difEerent life. And what 
do studying and degrees all come to, if life is like 
this I " And abe set down her cap and threw herself 
back among the cushions, her arms clasped behind 
her head. "Dear ones should prepare ns for the truth, 
and not tell us there is ever joy," she added slowly, 
her eyes brimming ; " and then we by ourselves have 
to learn." 

For the first time, Emily felt tears in her own eyea, 
and she did not answer. Somehow, the whole of Mai^ 
got's loneliness was summed in what she had just said 
— a loneliness at which Emily had guessed but which 
Mai^t bad never confessed. Yet it was strange to 
think of loneliness in oonnection with Margot. Now, 
even after her sad avowal and her terror, it was hard 
to associate her with anything that was not joyous and 
brilliant and splendid, as she lay there in her scarlet 
kimono, with the firelight shining on her rings and 
her long, unbound blond brtuds. Her weeping waa 
over, but her eyes were heavy and her cheeks flushed. 

Emily drew a long breath, and then said very gently, 
"But, Margot, it's just because you've lived soon 
the heights, always with fearfully clever people who 
have adored you, and they 've kept sad things from 
you." 

" Truly," she answered quickly, " they have kept 
things from me. That was the great wish of my father, 
to have all sad things kept from me. He has so willed 
it, and what my father has willed, that ts all Friia* 
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lain Hadwig has lired for. But now it has oome -^ 
the knowing I " 

Emily looked again at her lorely radiance. " I 
think I know why your father willed it so, Mai^t, 
dear," she said. " FoigiTe my being personal and 
blnnt. But he knew how gbrioos yoa were going to be 
and he wanted you kept all joy till — till nature had 
fiaished. He wanted yon just as yon are, like a lovely 
June da; without a olond." 

"Mo, no ! " she broke in rehemently. ** It was not 
that way. When my father was dead, I was only fire 
years old. He willed it so because he had so suffered 
when my mother has died. Yoa see, that was when 
I came, a stnpid baby, that my mother has died. 
Friioteiu Hadwig has related me it all ; how my father 
has then said that never should I see any sad things 
or know of a God that makes misery, and that all my 
money should go to keep me gay and free. And he 
made to be built the Villa Wotan, which is my house 
in Leipzig, and it is far out in Gohlis, and all sunshine 
and all beautiful, and he has brought Franlein Had- 
wig to care for me. And then he has died and — " 

" But then, when he died, did they not let you see 
him, your father? Even so little as yon were, yon 
wonld have felt the strangeness of deaUi." 

"Aofa, no I" Margot answered with a sad little 
smile. " Death was then on my father's side to keep 
the secret from me. It was in the snowi of the Monte 
Bosa, and it takes forty years for him to come down. 
So, he cannot help it that I shall know all the bitter 
lessons when I go to meet him on the Monte Bosa." 
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Emily wm silent. For a moment it tu u if she 
were struggling for heart-beats in as Hgh, remote al- 
titudes as those in which Professor Merreldt had lost 
his life. And Margot, bo near her, and grown so bewil- 
deringly dear to her during the weeks sinoe the open- 
ing of college, had receded into a great strangeness. 

" Yes," Margot went on quietly, as if to herself, 
twisting a long braid round and round her finger, 
" I shall be there at the Monte Bosa when he comet, 
if Istill lire then. And dost thou not see, liebcheo, how 
soon it will be, after all ? Not half so long as I al- 
ready have lived! Franlein Hadwig and I have to- 
gether talked many times about how beautiful he was, 
and I shall know him at onoe, geliebte Vater 1 " And 
she lay back among the pillows, gazing into the flamea. 

Suddenly, the logs broke, filling the room with an 
even rosier glow. Just as suddenly, Emily flung her^ 
self on her knees and buried her face in Margot's lap. 

" Was bast du, liebohen ? '* Margot said tenderly, 
pressing Emily's hand to her lips. " Have I tired thee 
all out with my tears and my story ? For^ve ! " 

"No, no I" Emily cried, looking up with tears on 
her cheeks. " But you 've grown so far from me, Mar- 
got. Somehow what you tell is so strange and fax 
from my life, that I seem to have lost you, and the 
weeks we have been friends are like a dream. And 
they mean mnob to me, dear I" 

** And mnch to me I " Margot said, as they clasped 
hands. ** It was most dear to find thy friendship in 
this new land. It is my mother's land and my heart 
would have ached to find no lore in it" 
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"But alwayB," Emily went on, " when you give me 
glimpses of your other life, I aeem far from you. You 
seem so difEeieot from us, so little » part of us. I feel 
K> sure we oau't hold yon, and yon 'U go back to G«r- 
numy — and then — " 

She stopped. In the sUenoe, the prayer>meeting bell 
on the Second Church clanged out, laughter and light 
footsteps went by the door. 

Then Margot'a clasp grew firmer and she said, " It 
is jaat even with me, to go home or to stay here. 
Thou shouldst know the story, dear friend, and then 
thou wilt see. I inherit the story and so my life must 
be. My father, Hugo von Merveldt, angered his fa- 
ther in following Max Stimer and Nietzsche and the 
others who would be qaite free. My grandfather was 
most fearfully religious. There was a chapel in Schloss 
Merstein and all the days of fast were kept, and two 
daughters were in the cloister. But my father, the 
only son, he has flung away, and at Leipzig and in 
Berlin be got himself quite free of all that, and baa 
taken out his Monist papers, and my grandfather baa 
disinherited him and willed Schloss Merstein to the 
Cbnrch — to atone for my father I " She smiled bit- 
terly. " For the Church it was a Incky day when my 
father did that I And so when my father had made 
bis doctor, he came to this free country to teach biology 
and the other things, and he was called here to this 
ooll^^ and — " 

" Here 1 Why, Mai^ot, how wonderful it all is ! " 

"Yes, here," Margot went on abstractedly, as if 
lost in the telling of a familiar tale. " I have it all from 
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Fraalein Hadwig. It waa a little, young college then, 
and my mother was in his clawea. Thon shalt hear 
now the dear part of the story. My mother was 
orphan and had mach money, all made in plows and 
machines that till the fields, and my mother's annt, 
who has taken oare of her always, was fearfully re- 
ligions, too, — bnt in a way that was quite different, 

— a way less poetio and artistic, Fraulein Hadwig 
has said. Presbyterian ? Is it so you call it ? And my 
mother's aunt thought it sinful to care for so much 
learning when there were so many Cbinamen just 
waiting to be Presbyteriana — that is how Fraulein 
Hadwig relates it. And my father and my mother 
lored each other and ran awayand were married. And 
soon Leipzig called my father to aobair, and then I 
have come and — and that ia the end." She drew a 
long breath and stopped. 

Emily's face was radiant. " How wonderful, won- 
derful ! " she exclaimed. ** Why, dear, no wonder yon 
are what you are. You are made of intellect and love 
and spirit. No wonder you seem like a strange and 
beautiful bird Sown down here from some land of 
fairy. The whole college is crazy about you, watching 
and wondering, and jealous of me because we are 
friends. And Professor Landschad is head over ears 

— all the girls say so — in — " 

*' Ach, with the Herr Professor it is not as thou 
sayest, Emilchen [ It ia because I am from his land 
and we have much that ia common together. And 
with the girla it is because I do as I please, and there 
are no mles for me, and then it is my machine and my 
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dachshund — aod my clothes. Frsulein Had wig has said 
that the Amerioaos dress with no meaning, — it is with 
them all style, — aod so she has tried with my clothes — 
that they shall express me. But it makes small differ- 
enoe I I mmit fini^ my story, so thoa wilt understand 
— bMiight and everything. I shall be nevermore the 
same after to-night I shall need great help and thoa 
shalt help me. But first, thou shalt know all, nioht 
wahr?" 

" Tes, all that you want me to know, dear. And 
then perhaps you will let me show you mother's and 
my road to peace," Emily finished fervently. 

" I do not know, I do not know," Margot answered 
absently, with no answering look. "But to finish 
quickly my story! After my mother has died, my 
father has brought Fraulein Hadwig to me. In the 
University they have stndied together, and she too 
is Monist, and she is very gay and all free, without 
oaring for — for conventions, as you say. I myself 
care nothing for oonveutions, because of Fraulein 
Hadwig. And my father has told her to give me 
much nature and to keep me always gay and quite 
away from all religions, — from everything that has 
in it the old superstitions and the stnpid imprison- 
ment of the mind, — and to make my body strong and 
my spirit not soft And then my father finished his 
great book, ' God throngh Heredity,' — thou shalt read 
it, Emilchen, — and went off to take his holiday in 
the mountains. And the storm on the Monte Rosa — 
it was the end I And in his will he has said that X 
Bboold oome to my mother's land, after my d^ree in 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE PLAIN PATH 



I^ipzig) to study tme year Eogliali in my mother's 
oollege — and to see my relatires, if they would wiA 
to lee me. And bo — " she got up and stretched her 
arms wearily above her head. " And so, dear friead, 
thou dost onderstatid all — and why I to-night so 
little understand." 

The fire had died down to a doll glow. Emily sat 
olose to the hearth. Margot leaned on the mantel, her 
head bowed on her arms. 

" Little Deosy [ " she said softly. **I hare given him 
the ride I hare promised. What a still, white ride 1 " 

** Margot," Emily said, after a long while, poking a 
chip into the embers, "little Denny is teaching yon 
more — and more precious things — than the whole 
oollege can in all its courses. Just wait and yon 'U 
understand. I only wish mother were here to help yon. 
I 'm so diiU. But there 's Mr. Helm, our minister. I 
wish you 'd let him talk to you. He 'd calm you. He 's 
glorious — so sore in his faith and — " 

" Please, please, Emilchen ! I cannot 1 1 will have 
no priests and ministers. Thoa shalt be my minister — 
liebchen I " And Mai^t's almost sharply decisire 
tone grew suddenly gentle as she saw Emily's flush. 

" But I am so dull," Emily repeated. 

" How canst &ea say that of thyself, with all thy 
genius for lore? What I need is much lore. And to- 
morrow thoa shalt begin with t^y help. We will take 
flowers down to little Denny, and his mother will 
need things. Bat aoh, I cannot go alone I Thou wilt 
oome withme?" 

** Of course I '11 come I And to-night I am going to 
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flunp in here on the oonoli to be near yon, you glori- 
ous child, you I You seed mora oompauy than your 
own soul to-night." 

"I can see bat his bine-veined lids to heaTily shut," 
Margot said with a little shudder. 

** Come, dearest, to bed I " Emily pleaded, her arm 
around her. 
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CHAPTER n 

A SIQN-BOABD 

When the hamlet of Biverby began its leisurely, 
whimaical oUmb ap from the meadows, some two 
handred years ago, it little realized that it was to be, 
in years to come, the seat of a great college for women. 
Had a prophetio sense directed its anhurried growth 
into a town, charches and residences and shops would 
not have scattered so informally among the elms on 
the fair platean — platean and trees purposed by 
nature for a lordly college campos, bat disposed by 
man into a pleasant irregularity of shady streets. And 
yet the college bad claimed her own, establishing her- 
self in the massive permanence of red sand-stoue at 
the converging point of the shady streets. Moreover, 
she was settling herself with a truly feminine assurance 
in her rather dose green quurters, taking garden after 
garden into her lawns and gardens, and erasing old 
green^shutteied, primly roofed houses in order to pile 
up her dormitories. Resnltaut of this hesitating spread 
and growth, the college was a pleasant irregular!^ of 
cement walks and green tnrf, in and out among loffy 
buildings, from the top stories of which there were to 
be seen Riverby straggling nphillward away from the 
lush meadows and the willowed river ; and beyond the 
river, the mountains, behind which lurked sonrises and 
new moons. 
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If the college ww the oUmax of the town aichiteot- 
tsiaHj and intelleotually, the streets at the foot of the 
hill, where the railroads skirted the meadows, were 
the anticlimax. They were streets of small, shabby 
cottages in small, shabbily fenced gardens, from which 
emerged lawless sunflowers and hollybooks and morn- 
ing-glories, as well as innomerable barefooted, bare- 
headed children. The signs that swung at intervals 
from sagging gate-posts proclaiming "family-wash- 
ing " or "dressmaking," and the munes over the oo- 
oasional comer saloon or wilted market, all gave an 
Irish interpretation to children and gardens. The 
" Patch," aa the neighborhood was dubbed, seemed 
hardly a part of the finely seU-cooBcioas old town, 
with its college and its traditions. And yet there 
were lovely bits there, qaite aside from the children ; 
now and then a garden rioted into a Celtic laTisbness 
of color, and from certain street-comers there was the 
shine of the river beyond the fields. 

At the comer of Willow and View streets, the 
small white oott^;e had both garden and river-glimpse, 
and an old gnarled willow tree at its gate. Emily and 
Margot were jnst opening the little gate under the 
willow. The automobile had stopped a block away, 
in a crowd of children. Emily was careful not to 
let the gate slam, anxiously aware, all the time, of 
Margof a staring fearfully at the little house. It was a 
oool, bare, brilliantly sunlit morning, with last flowers 
in the borders and last yellow leaves circling slowly 
down throngb the windless air. The sparrows chirped 
in the creeper over the cottage. Aroand the small, 
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olose-cut grass-plot, the astera sbowed vividly ted and 
yellow and purple. 

Mai^t, pale behind her armful of pink roses, waited 
until Emily had dosed the gate. A little end of white 
ribbon and tulle flattered out from under the low en- 
trance porch. As they went up the narrow, shell- 
bordered path, Patsy came waging to meet them. 

" Aoh, I cannot I " Margot whispered, shuddering 
and turning back. 

Patsy leaped to liek her hands. 

" See > He knows yon, Margot 1 " Emily said. " Even 
be is comforted by seeing you. Come, dearest I You 11 
forget to fear when you feel that you are needed and 
can help." 

Almost as she spoke, the door was opened and a 
voice cried, *' Arrab, praise God she 's oomin' ! I 've 
been watchin' the minutes till ye 'd come, Miss. He 
loved ye so, Miss, and last night like an angel ye — " 

" Dear Mrs. Fiynn ! Dear Mrs. Flynn I " Margot 
said, dropping her roses and holding out her arms 
to the white, shriveled little woman in the msty 
black. 

Emily was gathering np the rosea, Patsy watching 
his sobbing mistress with troubled eyes. 

" It 's just like ye 'd come about the washin', Miss, 
— something extra in a hnrry, an* be *d be rannin' 
round the corner of the house with his little wagon. 
It seems like he must comet" 

**I)ear, dear Mrs. Flynn!" Margot murmured, 
feeling the woman's tears on her own cheeks. 

" Bat come in an' see 'm. Miss. An' sore ye too are 
20 
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here, Miu Bishop [ It's good ye are to oome. Ye knew 
me Vy, Mias?" 

" Tes, indeed, Mn. Flytin, and loved him too, — 
the aa&ny little fellow I How mach God muBt lore him 
to want always to keep him young and joyoiu and 
good I" 

Mrs. Flynn smiled wanly. " D' ye think so, Miss ? 
That 'a what Father Ryan sayi. Bat come an' see how 
handsome he looks, me little b'y." 

She pushed wide the door with its white streamers 
and let the odor of candles out into the aunshine. 
Fadng the door, over the shelf behind the oiokel- 
plated base-bamer, a mild-eyed ohromo of the Good 
Shepherd gave them welcome. Emily's eyes gave it 
answer, as she stepped back for Mrs. Flynn to lead 
Mat^ot in ; bnt her keen conscionsness of her friend 
made her feel the cheap art. 

Ma^iot, paler than ever, was seeing only the white 
oooch by the half^shuttered window, in the faint ra- 
diance from the tall candles and the sunshine that 
filtered in. 

"Ain't be beautiful an' natural-like. Miss?" the 
motlier whispered. "He always slept like that, the 
wan hand nnder his cheek. Always a good b'y, me 
little Denny, — always a good b'y I " And she dropped 
into a weeping, beart-broken heap at his side. 

An old woman kneeling there put trembling arms 
aroond her. "God will comfort ye, Mrs. Fl3Tinl God 
will comfort ye I " she said in a loud whisper. 

The young man standing awkwardly at the end of 
the oooch colored hotly and held ont his hand. " Friiu- 
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leiD TOU Marreldt ! You here 1 " he exclaimed in an 
amazed tooe. " And yon, too. Miss Bishop 1 " 

Emily had laid the roses on a chair and pnt her 
hand on Margot's arm. " Is he not beautiful. Profes- 
sor Landaohad I " she said gently. " He 's smiling at 
the pleasant things he sees and bears." 

" Perhaps I " Landschad answered, glancing at Mar- 
got. " At any rate, he 's more experienced than we — 
be 's voyaged farther." 

" And made a happy lauding," Emily added. 

" I will go into the air," Margot exclaimed in a 
stifled whisper. " I will find Patay and we will sit on 
the steps where it is warm." 

" Do, dearest, and I will see to the roses when Mrs. 
Flynn feels better," Emily said. 

Landschad followed her out on the little stoop, 
where Patsy lay with buried nose, and eyes that 
questioned. Maigot sank on the steps by him and 
pressed her face against bis sb^gy neok. 

Landschad stood looking down at her. " Patsy is 
too your friend ? " he said softly, after a moment. 

A little pink was coming into the small ear in her 
roughened blond hair. She sat up with a deep breath. 
"Acb, yesl We are good friends because we — we do 
not understand and we give to each other comfort." 

" Then I too am Patsy's friend — and yonrs," Land- 
schad answered. " I too am puzzled. Only yesterday 
morning Denny caddied for me at the Country Club. 
And now a wind has blown oat that vivid little flame 
of life and — " He paused and looked where she was 
looking, at the glimpse of river beyond the meadows. 
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''A vind," he went on half muringly, " that ha« in it 
a breath of something more than is exphtined by our 
philosophy. Do you ever feel it so ? *' 

" I Imow not ! For me it is a first time I " Margot 
exclaimed bitterly. '* It is all terrors and question, 
because they have at home told me nothing. I hare 
not ever known it is so hideoas." 

" I ouderstand, meiu Fraulein,'* he said qnietly. 

But he looked at her wonderingly and tenderly as 
she sat there in the sunshine, patting the dog's head 
and drawing hia ears through her slender hand. Was 
this the cool, brilliant, well-poised creature that had 
brought into his laboratory all the daring modem spirit 
of his own bnd ? He knew well for what her father 
had stood, had imbibed deeply his rank agnosticism. 
At Jena, Landschad's own oniversity, ron Merveldt 
had been qaoted as the final word in serene and as- 
sured materialism. And yet, this was his daughter, 
this white, trembling girl, unnerved by the death of a 
little child who bad chanced in her path. At any rate 
her black-laahed gray eyes, now so sombre, were her 
father's eyes as he remembered them in the classroom 
picture at Jena. 

As he mused, those eyes were raised to him with an 
appeal that sent the blood pounding through his veins. 
" Can you not succeed to understand how it is with 
me ? " she said tremulously. *' Here no one can under- 
stand. To alt here it is quite simple. But to me — 
ach ! Yesterday I was all sure and gay and now — 
now it is gray dread. Last night he was here in my 
arms, his face qaite still. No one has ever taught me 
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this — and yet I have learned mnoh. Just joy and 
beauty — that has been my life. And now thia ! " 

** fVom my heart I do nndentaod," he said earn- 
estly. " I know well your life and how it has been with 
you." Her last words, " joy and beauty," were saying 
much to him. Well, indeed, did he know just the soil 
whence she had sprung. And from the very first day 
be bad rejoiced in her and adored her as a thing of 
joy and beauty, a creature of the finest pagan type. 
That she had strayed into his classes in this far land, 
daughter as she was of one whose oonfident nnfaith 
had so liberated lus own spirit, seemed to him more 
than blind ofaanoe. 

Suddenly, she sprang ap and went out into the full 
sunshine. "Tome," she said with a long breath, "it 
is jnat as it is in the machine when we are going full- 
speed, and quickly, around a turn, the road ends — no 
sign-board — nothing I And what good is it to know 
all what Bruno Bauer and Hegel and Feuerbaoh and 
all the other Naturalisten have been saying about 
death or have not been saying, when so sharp it comes 
into one's life? There is no man that knows." 

" I suppose," be said slowly, " Mrs. Flyno thinks 
she knows. And if results prove anything, she does 
know more than we wise ones, for she is unafraid to 
meet death, and quite sure of its meaning. She told me 
with almost a radiance that all is well with the boy." 

" And yet hear her sobbing I She cannot so weep 
and yet believe that all is welL Ach, I cannot bear it I 
It is too bitter I " And she went down the path to the 
gate. 
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Landsobad sgun followed. In the mental drop 
after the shock, ha had lost his grip oa himself. Bnt 
somehow, as she walked away, the daring bine of the 
feather in her hat brought him back to himself. 

"Truly, as Nietzsche says, 'They call God that 
which opposes them and crushes them,' " be mused 
aload as he caught up to her. " Probably Mrs. Flynn 
believes that her God sends her sorrows becanse He 
lores her, and that He is taking the boy becanse He 
lores him. It 's the old halluciuatioD, Franleic, — the 
<dd madness that made history, — faith, nicht wahr ? " 

They had reached the gate and she leaned on it un- 
der the gnarled willow. Beyond meadows and rirer, 
the brown ridges of the hills lay bare in the glitter of 
the noon, 

" This is much better ! " she sighed. " Now it is as 
it I were myself again. So near it, I cannot breathel 
And it is much to be at such a time with one who 
knows my life, how it has been in my education. But 
DOW a new part of me has come awake. I am mncb 
different to myself." 

His delight at her words flushed him. " Is it not, 
liebes Fniulein, if I may be permitted, that the shock 
of last night has discorered to you your nerves ? " he 
laughed. '* I am rery sure that you have oerer known 
them before. Some people that areBentimentalcaUtbem 
' soul,' and promise them immortality. I hope not." 

His low, pleasant laugh almost brought a smile to 
her eyes, until she saw a man crossing Willow Street 
and turning down their way. He was an old man and 
he carried a small bunch of tea-roses. 
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" It is the priest," she said in a lowered tone. " There 
will be praying. Will yon tell Emily? We must go." 

She stepped bach, grown snddenly pale. Land- 
Bobad held open the little gate for bim to enter. As 
he passed, be bared bis white head to them and said 
gently, " Little Denny has sent as back a day from 
heaven, has ha not ? " 

" Or left a beantiful one behind bim," Laodschad 
answered, smiling. 

The gate swung to. They were sOent until be had 
vanished under the low doorway. 

" If you will please get Emily, we will go at onoe," 
Margot said again, her voice in a sharper key. 

As he tamed to obey, Mrs. Flynn ran down the path, 
with Emily following. Her face was wet with tears, 
but she was smiling radiantly. 

" Ye 11 excuse me. Miss, for lavin' ye I " she said 
tremulously. " I can kape up, except sometimes whin 
it comes over me sthroog. An' he 's that beautiful 
with the roses ! Loike the pictures in the prayer-book 
of the blessed Saint Aloosiua on his death-bed I Won't 
ye come in, Miss, an' have a sup o' coffee an* a bit o* 
cake?" 

" Not now, dear Mrs. Flynn," Margot said, putting 
an arm around the thin shoulders. *' But always, al- 
ways, I shall remember how he has looked. And now 
you '11 take this from me, for him and for you. And if 
for anything yon need more, yon will let me know, 
please, dear Mrs. Flynn." 

Mrs. Flynn took the thick envelope absently, fum- 
Uing it, her eyes on Margot's face. " 'T was the good 
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God sent ye, Miss, after seein' Denny an' him tellin'I ** 
•be cried, catcliing Marmot's hands and kiiBing them, 
" God bless yel God bless ye I " 

'* It was truly Denny that sent ns," Margot answered, 
gently drawing away. '* And yon will take good care 
of yourself and let me know how you are 7 " 

" I will. Miss, indeed ! Flanagan will tell ye, him 
that 's gardener at the college. Flanagan 'b me brother, 
Miss, God bless ye, Miss ! Good-bye I " 

She stood smiling at the gate, with Patsy, her eyes 
full of a strange ecstasy. They could see her still there 
when they had turned the comer and climbed into the 
car. 

"Bless her dear heart and her brave faith I " Emily 
said through her own tears, as she waved back. 
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CHAPTEE III 

ASOTSER WATFASES 

JN OTHINQ more amioabla than the bells of Siverby 
on ft Snnday moraing. Perhape the dominant note was 
the high treble of the Second Charoh seconded by the 
limpid mezzo from St. Hilda's Grothic tower. Deep 
and assured, the Unitarian bell toned in reposefuUy 
at longer interrala ; and in and out of the symphony 
of creeds there cbimed the bells of the Sacred Heart, 
with now and then a tinny Toice from the wooden 
steeple of St Michael's ia the "Patch," or St. 
GenCTieve's down by the mills. Problem enough to 
ohooBe a creed, should the doubtful one be a poet or 
a musician, on the college campus on an Indian sum- 
mer morning 1 

SmaU problem was it to Margot as ber car whirled 
out of the gates among the going and oommg of wor- 
shipers. And yet there had been something of a ques- 
tion in her mind as long as Emily had stood by the 
machine, her hand on the open door, being ui^;ed to 
go for a long ride, and urging, in ber turn, that Mar- 
got go with her to St. Hilda's. 

" It won't bore you, dear," she said, as she looked 
appealingly at Margot and bowed absently to passing 
girls. "Mr. Helm is so broad and human, and so 
inspiring! His spirit is all aflame with a passion for 
truth and righteonsness. And then" — and Emily's 
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tnah color grew a shade deeper — " he 's so wonder- 
ful to look at I " 

Margot Biniled a little, and leaning back comfort- 
ably, stroked Kaiser WilkeWs satin; ears. Kaiser 
Wilbelm always sat by her side when the seat was 
Taoant, to be restrained when passing other dogs. 

"Not to.^ay, Emilcfaenl " she said. "Perhaps at 
some other time. My head is weary. I should like to 
hide in a quite still little spot in the forest for a long 
time, and let the dwarfs cover me with leaves. Thou 
■honldst come with me, liebohen I " 

"No, I mustn't — or rather, I don't want to — or 
rather, I want to, but I need ohnrcb," Emily at last 
finished with a little laugh, reluctaiitly slamming the 
door. " Grood-bye, dear I All peace to yoQ 1 " 

And then she fell in with girls who marveled at 
the wonderful gradnate-student from Leipzig, and, as 
they hurried along churchward, listened eagerly to all 
that Emily had to toll of her beautiful friend. 

" We will go hillwards, out on the Brook Road," 
Mai^t called to F^iz, and for a moment dosed her 
eyes. The snnshine was dreamy and warm on her ey^ 
lids in spite of the sting in the wind. It was pleasant 
to feel the town slipping behind, with its murmnr of 
life, to feel herself slipping into the country silences. 
Then she opened her eyes to the straggling ends of 
streets, to the coming of gray, leafless orchards with 
their piles of red apples, of pale gold cornfields with 
their yellow pumpkins, of the sndden purple of late 
asters dose to her wheels. Somehow, just color came 
to her in her flight from the gray things of the pr»- 
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ceding days. And next, soand struck her, in the Toice 
of the brook that met them at the beginnlDg of the 
hill* ; there was the Boft click and whir of the car, 
and above it, the water over the rocks. Back into her 
heart mshed the old gladness. Oh, the joy of It I Wind, 
son, B^, brook, life I 

" Stop at the first heath, and Kwser and I will 
make a little run," she called to F^liz ; and then 
whispered to herself, " ' Oh, heaven above me, thou 
loohest upon me, thou hearkenest to my throbbing 
soul I ' " In Nietzsche's thought she was finding her 
old serenity. 

Presently, the oar stopped at an open pasture-bar 
leading into a sunny upland. Above towered the rag- 
ged brovm tops of the hUls ; below, the ragged brown 
hiUsides fell away into the valley. With a joyoos bark. 
Kaiser leaped out and ran, nose groundward, into the 
pasture. Margot followed along the little oow-path 
among the white everlastings and the reddened briers. 
She felt as light as a bird in those vast clean spaces 
of earth and sky. When the path made a sudden turn 
around a fern-crannied boulder, she threw herself 
down on the closely nibbled grass, with a comfortable 
sense of protection in the fragrance of Felix's freshly 
lighted pipe. 

It was very still. Just the crickets and a cow-bell 
far in the valleyl And out of the stillness her real self, 
as she knew herself, came back. Tfae smell of the 
pine woods below brought to mind a horseback ride 
the Sunday morning after she had made her degree 
at Leipzig. It was in the Aona-thal, in Thiiringen, 
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with the Wartbu^ in the distanoe. She well remem- 
bered heraelf flying over the hard white roads, far 
ahead of Fraulein Hadwig and the groom, her body 
tingling from her morning plunge and from the swift 
gait, her mind tingling with the sense of freedom and 
power. That morning Fraolein Hadwig had thrown 
bet arms around her, and, kissing ber on the forehead, 
bad said fervently, '* Thou beautiful creature I Tbon 
art just what thy great father would have thee ! Truly 
have I made of thee an tybermensoh ! Thou art as frM 
as an eagle in mind and body I " And how free she 
had felt as her horse had sped along ! Up from the 
valley had pointed the spires of tbe churches, and now 
and then the bells had called softly. Houses of bondage 
the churches had seemed to her, the liberated one I 
The memory of them tossed her mind back to tbe toys 
of her childhood, when she and Lottchen, her little 
maid, had filled the toy churches in the tiny wooden 
vill^es from the Pnsterthal with grasshoppers, and 
she, playing actor, had prattled Nietzsche to them. 
For Fraulein Hsdwig had taught her " Zarathrustra's 
Oracle Tones " almost as soon as she could talk, and 
had displayed her at radical professorial dinner-par- 
ties, with the dessert, that she might lisp, amid much 
laughter, such lines as 

" Thoa vho, SI tnucli God u ahsep, loolreBt upon Hsu — 
God rent unndet in Hvmsnitj." 

"Little Eaglet," they had called her, after old Pro- 
fessor Hiller had stroked her curls and said, *'Thou 
art training to fly close to the sun, little Eaglet! Scorch 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE PLAIN PATH 



not thy wings 1 " Close to the snn she had always flown 
and the light had not blinded her I 

And then, like a shadow over the snn, there flashed 
back to her a memory of a morning in Capri when, a 
girl of sixteen, she had been putting the little church 
and the rooks into her water-color sketch-book. Sud- 
denly, a strange, sad ohant had filled the air, and out 
of the chnroh had filed a dark procession, into the 
white-walled cemetery. In an instant she had real- 
iced ita signifioance and had seen the pile of fresh 
earth. 

Then she had fled, trembling, to Franlein Hiidwig, 
and Franlein had pat her arms close around her and, 
amid many kisses, had said, " Fear not, liebling I Thou 
art not frightened when thy flowers turn to winged 
seeds, or when the snow covers the garden, or when 
the snn sets. It is all beautiful, nature's way 1 " 

"And must we, too?" Margot had sobbed. 

" Thon like a flower, Kind I Thy roses fear not I 
It is all nature, and we are one with nature. And this 
thing thou fearest is bnt a minute at the end of a time 
of bloom." And Margot had grown oalm. 

But that night, when Franlein Hadwig had come in 
to blow out the candle, she had sat up in bed to say, 
" I have all day been thinking of what I have seen 
this morning, and I understand. Bnt always there 
oomes this thought, Franlein. Other flowers come. 
And how thick the snowdrops are under the snow I 
And a next day there is always, nicht wafar? " 

" So, Kind, truly I And so our bodies live again in 
loveliest flowers. To believe more is the mark of a 
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gmall mind sod an imprinmed Ego. Tboa and I, we 
fly I Now go to sleep. Think of the cool green wavee 
for tb; Bwim to-morrow and of the gay English girls 



A sharp bark from Kuser swept her back to the 
present and brought ber to her feet. Along the path, 
from the opposite direction, trotted a fine Scotch collie, 
and following the collie came, very leisorely, a man, 
wi^ a clay pipe in his mouth. The doga mbbed noses 
into instant playful friendship, but the man seemed 
in no harry to be social. He seated himself and re- 
arranged the burden he was carryiDg. The burden was 
flowers, great sprays of the fairy witob-hasel, and a 
bunch of blossoms of a most heavenly blue. He was a 
youngish man, in a corduroy coat and knickerbockers. 
As be sat on the boulder, tying bis sprays, bis clear 
tan and Ids firm brown hands were pleasant to be- 
hold. 

Margot sat down ^ain and reached for a bit of ever- 
lasting. Presently, the collie drew near and nosed her 
boots and skirt, and then her outstretched hand, Kuser 
standing watchful, yet with friendly tail. Then the 
man swung his fury fagots over his shoulder and came 
along the path. 

lu a moment he had said quite simply, in a roice as 
pleasant as his tan, ** That 's a fine dog of yoars I *' 

When she met his impersonal yet friendly eyes, she 
answered just as simply, " He is truly a fine dog, as 
is right, since for bis Emperor he has the great honor 
to be named." 
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The maa gave her a quick glance. " For his Em' 
peror I " he sud, with a laugh. " Indeed 1 Then he is 
not a citizen ; he 'b jiut visiting us. Yet be speaks good 
English, or perhaps Sandy, mj dog, has acquired 
German without my knowledge." They both laughed 
at the frisking dogs. 

" In fairy tales have they grown, the flowery sprays 
you carry?" she asked in turn. 

** They behave like Sowers in fairy tales," he an- 
swered, beginning to untie bis bunch. "They bloom 
vrben everything else is gone, and make a little 
spring of their own. It 's witch-bazeL Yon must have 
some." 

"Oh, no 1 " she protested. " I have seen you tying 
them and yon have made hard knots. It is enough to 
remember them." 

" No, you shall have some," he said, in a practical 
fashion, cutting the strings. " And these blue ones are 
for you, too. Do yon know them ? Does Kaiser Wil< 
helm grow them in bia dominions 7 " 

" Aoh, yes! High up in the mountains they grow. 
Near the snow I have plucked them. And of the Blue 
Flower onr poets are always speaking. It means all 
what is ever beyond us, that we have great longing 
for. I cannot quite find words well to say what it does 
mean." 

" Can any one ? " he stud. " But you have made me 
nnderstand very well. At any rate, I know a secret 
place where these grow until anow flies. With us they 
mark the very end of the summer, just as the arbutus 
nuu^ the beginning of spring." 
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" About the arbntuB I hare heard much," she said 
eagerly. " 1 have for the spring a great impatience that 
I may go and find it." 

The man tied another hard knot in the string aronod 
the witoh-hazfll he had bonohed for her. " That will be 
very Japanese against your gray wall," be said, hold- 
ing it off admiringly. 

" My wall 1 How have you known that it is gray ? " 
she laughed. 

*' Ob, I was guessing ! " 

** It ia gray, and I know just where I shall pat your 
gift, I thank you much. But, please, not the gentians 
too!" 

*' I sboold like to ^ve them to you," he said. " And 
in the spring, if you will permit me, I will show you 
where the first arbutus grows. Sandy and 1 don't show 
everybody." 

" It is most bind 1 1 tbank yon," she answered hesi- 
tatingly. 

He colored and laughed. " Of course you don't 
know me or my name. But if you tell Professor Rip- 
ley that you met a man and a dog that gave you flow- 
ers, he will know the dog I Good-bye I " 

He lifted his cap, whisUed softly, and followed the 
path around the boulder. Kaiser went, too, and then, 
after awhile, came bsck with a dog-smile. 

*'It is great good luck that we have had, nicht 
wahr?" she s^d, drawing htm close to her side. 
" Dear flowers for our room and a nice dog-friend for 
thee I And thou canst say to thy dog-friend that his 
master has well-ehaped hands and a voice that is 
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pleasant. And now, tbou art hangry, and so am I, my 
little dog I " 

That nigbt, just before the ten o 'clock bell, Emily 
came in for a minute. She had been to church, and 
had her prayer-book in her band, and her hat and coat 
still on. 

" Oh, lovely, lorely I Witoh-hazel and gentians 1 
Where did they come from, Mai^ot ? " 

Margot, in her long white kimono, stood in the bed- 
room doorway, smiling. 

"From a secret place," she sud. "Now, if thou 
hadst gone with me for a ride instead of to hear thy 
wonderful Mr. Helm, thon wonldst have had the little 
adventure, Emilchen. I do not know the ways of thy 
country, and the words get themselTea to be all so 
mixed, and so I could say nothing bnt to thank him 
when he has given me the flowers." 

" Him I " cried Emily, dropping on the conch. 
" Whom, Maigot?" 

** The gentleman who has given me the Blue Flower," 
Margot laughed. 

" The Gentian G«nUeman 1 " Emily suggested. 

" Yes, it is so that we shall have to call him 
until thou dost get him his name from Professor 
Ripley." 

" From Professor Ripley I " Emily cried, even more 
amazedly. " Why Prof eassor Ripley of all men ? What 
has Pol. Econ. to do with the affairs of the heart? 
How deliciously romantic I " 

" Ach, it is much an affair of the head until thou 
dost find out who he is t Thon art to ask the name of 
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a geiitl«nuu widi a brown dog who gives flowers to 
those who moch need them. Tbon wilt, lieboben 7 " 

" Why Dot you, dear? " 

** Becaose I hare so little English. He would not 
know of what I wished to aak." 

"Of course, Iwilll I'm dying of ouriosify myself I" 
Emily said, with a joyous little hog. She was think- 
ing ol how brilliantly the skies had cleared. 
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CHAPTEE IV 

X FOtUTTAIN AND A 8HBINE 

X HE water, spouted from the blown cheeks of a faun, 
splashed down ioto a basia lined with the pale gold 
of fallen chestnut leaves. The fountain in the Trescott 
Memorial Garden was playing that afternoon for the 
last time befora it was hoarded up for the winter. 
On the sundial in the frosted pansy-bed lay the long 
shadow of an early sunset 

Miss Hathaway, who loved fountains and professed 
to read dials with a nice aoouracy, had just mentally 
exclaimed, " Four twenty-six already I At five my class 
in Proven9al poetry, with that divinely lovely German 
girl in the middle row I And they say Emil Landschad 
is in love with her I" And she had laughed and rustled 
on down a leaf-strewn path, her long purple oape the 
keynote of the scene. On the margin of the fountain, 
where in summer the moss was so thick and the birds lit 
to drink, lay her class-book and a roll of manuscript. 

Presently, around a bend in the path, there were 
light footsteps, and a girl in a Tyrolese cape appeared, 
with a roll of music under her arm. 

" Ob I " Miss Hathaway excltumed with a little start, 
" 1 was just fancying myself quite alone except for the 
peacock. I 'm glad it 's you and not any one else, Miss 
von Merveldtl " And she stopped her and took her 
hand in a warm clasp. 
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" Perhaps I alioiild not stop, to break your garden- 
mood," Mai^ot said hesitatingly. "Always I come 
this way badi from the Music Building and so keep 
longer with me the music. Often I see you here, and 
then the garden makes a whole symphony to me." 

Miss Hathaway smiled, with a Uttle sigh. " Perhaps 
I do make a good note in an autumn symphony. But 
you, my dear, belong to summer harmonies. And you 
say yon often see me here. I have never seen yon." 

" No, yon hare not seen me, because always you 
stand reading by the fount»D, or you sit thinking, 
thinking, on the stone bench in the eun, and sometimes 
you are walking bach and forth quite slowly, all in 
dreams." 

*'Bnt why have you not spoken? I've probably 
been dull or lonely, or perhaps dozing." 

" Oh, no 1 I should not speak to the f aon of the 
fountain or the peacock or the sundial, and so I do not 
speak to you. It is almost Italy, this garden, when 
yon are here. " 

" That is what the garden means to me at all times," 
Miss Hathaway said. " Often I feel the need of it, and 
it is eyer lovely, even in winter, this little comtr of 
dreams set down in the midst of our sandstone and 
facts. That it is the memorial of a girl makes it dearer 
than ever to me." 

As she spoke, she paused at the fountain and leaned 
on the margin. Margot leaned, too, looking into the 
rippled water at the reflection of the collar and hood 
of the purple cape, and of the small Greek head with 
its soft knot of black hair. 
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"In Italy, in the foimtiuns, always I was lookiDg 
and wishing to see soioe of the long-gone faces that 
have been reflected there," she said softly. " Some- 
times one has seemed almost to oome, and then it has 
been only an ancient oarp or a silly gold-fish." 

" You loTS Italy mnch 7 " Miss Hathaway asked, 
aware, on her part, of the radiant gold-tressed profile 
in the water. 

" A little bit of me adores it 1 Then I like it almost 
not at all I With almost all of me I hate it I " 

" That 's the German of it I To yonr emperors it was 
always a sweetheart and a foe. Bnt with yon, my dear, 
which part of you hates it and which adores it? " 

" But you know, of coarse t " Margot exclaimed. 
" With you who are so liberated in mind, it is the 
same. Does not your breath come short in the hot 
smudge of the tapers ? Do tbey not sicken you, the 
hideous, dreased-up Madonnas? Ach, it is the free in 
me, the intelligent, that so loathes it all I " 

Miss Hathaway smiled. "That sounds like Pro- 
fessor Landsohad," she said. 

Mai^t flushed quickly. " The truth will always 
sound the same, no matter who has been saying it," 
she answered a little proudly. " Of this. Professor 
Landschad and I hare not been speaking, bo it is quite 
mine what I hare been saying," Then as swiftly her 
tone grew quite gentle. " But please, is it not your 
thought, too, what I have said ? To me it is, since 
the beginning in yonr class, as if oar minds have 
grossed wings and fly together." 

Miss Hathaway put her hand over Maigot's on the 
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rim of the f oantuo. *' Yon ue a dear to think that I " 
she exclaimed. " Yes, in many things we fly together, 
we two birds. And yet how can a soaring thing like 
you keep wing to wing with a rather weary bird of 
paaat^?" Then, dropping her fanciful speech, she 
went on quite grarely and simply, " Dear Miss Ton 
Merreldt, as yon say, I too am liberated, as free in 
spirit as yoo are, and yet I lo7e Italy. I have even 
. burned candles before sbrines t When one has lived 
deeply, and seen the whole of life, and not just a frag- 
ment, there comes a great nnderstanding." 

*'Bnt where all is ignorance and superstition, there 
u nothing to understand. And one should have no — " 

** Wait a moment before yoa go on I So I sfud once 
to an old monk in Santa Maria sopra Minerva, in 
Borne, that I had no patience with all the tawdry de- 
coration in the cborohes, and all the ugly shrines and 
statnes, aod he said, with a little smile, < But the good 
Grod has a great patience, because He understands 
when His little oUldren play around His knee. We 
Italians, we are His little children I ' " 

" It is pretty, what the monk has said, but it ii 
not true I They are little children only because they 
are not liberated in mind. And I wonld not have for 
aGodone — " 

**But, my dear, who are the liberated, after all?" 
Miss Hathaway interrupted. " Those whose faith is so 
sure that they accept life with perfect serenity, or those 
whose onf aitji keeps them ever on the alert to deny ? 
I often wonder I It is only when suffering, like the 
■tuued-glassmakers in old times, puts all the frag- 
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meata of ezperienoe into a great windov for ub, and 
we begio to get light thioogh its colors, that we see 
life as it is. Then every bumao aspiration, every effort 
to reach God, no matter how stupid it may seem to ns, 
becomes to us beautiful and touching." 

Margot had not interrupted, but her answer camd 
quickly, " God 1 God I Yoo say ever, ' God ' I That is 
inherited error. That is what my father, in his great 
book, has been making the fight against." 

"Nearer the Absolute, then, — the Infinite, — what 
you will I As your Ooethe puts it, — 

■ Then eail it wbat thoa wilt, 

Joj, H«ut, Love, God. 
I hftTe no Duue to give it — 

All comes »t lut to feeling.' " 

As she spoke, the college belt rang five. She took 
np her book and roll and, drawing her cape around 
her, tamed up the hill to the campus. 

" Yoo see, dear child, I cannot follow your daring 
pinions," she said gently, putting her arm through 
Ma^iot's. " I have lived too near the earth and grown 
too tender of its trying." 

"I can follow all what you have said but about 
God," Maigot answered slowly. " I can see well that 
to live deeply is to gain power. But we should not 
waste the power in reaching up to what is not. It b^ 
longs to us ourselves — to the £go — to make it rich 
and — " 

She stopped. Around the path, in the twilight, came 
a man with a lantern. The light threw into relief a 
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ruddy, wrinkled face, with red ohop wfaiskers and 
dear blue eyea. 

" Ah, Mr. Flanagan I Oood-eveoing to you I " Miss 
Hathaway cried. " Come to lock ub oat, have you 7 
And to>morrow you board up the fountain 7 " 

"Good evenin' t'ye. Miss! Don't hurry yenelM 
There 's more time comia' ! An' it will be just as 
well widout that grinnin ' divil in the f oantain, I 'm 
thinkin'. A holy angel should be sprinkliu' the water 
an' not such as him." Flanagan spoke with some 
heat 

" Perhaps ! But why not let the devil do a little 
good for once 7 Don't you agree with me, Miss von 
Merveldt?" 

At the mention of Margot's name, Flanagan's hand 
flew to bis hat " Arrah, it 's ye, Miss, then, are the 
holy angel I " he cried. " My sister, Mrs. Flynn, she 
told me to be lookin' out for ye, an' she made a little 
pitcher in describiu' ye so I 'd know ye. An' shure 
I'dt«llyein annyassimblage,ye'rethatlike yersel'." 

Miss Hathaway had hurried on. 

"And Mrs, Flynn is well 7" Margot said. "And 
she will let me know if she needs something ? " 

" God bless ye, Miss ! She 's betUier, only for 
missin' the b'y. It 's the mother's heart in her that 
keens f 'r 'm. God help her ! An' it was ye, Miss, 
brought the flowers an' the money ? Dyin's that dear 
in this countbiy ! 'T was God sint ye, shure t " 

" It was the thought of little Denny that sent me," 
Maigot said. " Good night I " 

" My sister 's prayin' f 'r ye, Misi. Yer face comes 
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to her cheerful like, an' the reaohin' ap t' God f r ye 
makes ye seem near and that's good fr her, poor 
thing I Good-night, MisB 1 " 

It was through a cloud of half-scomfnl bewilder- 
ment that, two hours later, Mai^ot found herself not 
refusing to go to eTening-serrice with Emily. She 
bad promised to go sometime, and after Miss Hatha- 
wa^s gentle challenge, it suddenly seemed to her the 
liberal thing to do. At any rate, she was not afraid 
to go. To lire meant to acquire power, she bad ad- 
mitted, and in order really to live, one should know 
all forms of human expression. Until now, under Had- 
wig's radical influence, she bad reasoned quite dif- 
ferently. To refuse to recognize things of the spirit, 
— that had been the attitude she had been trained 
to assume, and Ic^ioaUy, if she were of Nietzsche's 
mind. " The liberated one, the knowing one, says, 
' Body am I utterly, wholly and nothing else ; utd 
Soul is only a Word for a Something in the Body.' '* 
Snch a philosophy had in it little place for churcb- 
goingl But Emily bad been prcnnised and Miss 
Hathaway bad challenged. Moreover, the romantio 
spirit of her race, armed to the teetli with scorn and 
an assured sense of ber own nnchangeableness, led 
herto a half-oarions investigation. Truth to tell, with- 
out her knowing it, there was the instinot of a Parsi* 
fal in her soul. 

"You'll like the music, anyhow," Emily said hap- 
pily, as they walked briskly along to St. Hilda's. " Mr. 
Helm sings gloriously himself, and he has done won- 
ders with the choir. Yon can take my prayer-book 
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and follow. I 'U show yoa how, dearest. I know the 
Mrvice by heart. And Mr. Helm does intone it bean- 
tifnlly." 

" This Mr. Helm, he MemB mnoh to tihee, Emil- 
obeQ I " Maigot said. 

Emily's face bnmed suddenly agunst the wind. 
** How fanny, Margot I Do I talk of him so much 7 
I suppose I do. All bis parishioners do. And it is n't 
his fault that he is young and — and good-looldng. That 
doesn't make him less helpful, does it? I don't see 
what difference that makes, do you ? It is his spirit 
ihat you feel." 

" To me, the beauty would always be quite oonvino- 
iDg,*' Margot answered, with entire simplicity. 

When they reached the church and were taken up 
the aisle to Emily's pew, Margot showed a discour^ng 
indifference to the prayer-book. It was early. The 
church was dim and smelt of roses. The ehoiister was 
just lighting the candles, each candle making a gleam 
on the outspread wings of the brazen eagle of the let^ 
tern. Now and then the onanist struck a hesitating 
note — tremulous appeals to musio to give herself un- 
reservedly to Ood. 

So, however, they did not seem to Margot as she 
leaned against the pillar in the far end of the pew. 
To her, one was the opening tone of the Strauss ** Also 
■praoh Zarathrustra " ; another promised the Adagio 
from Tsohaikowsky's " Appassionata "; another almost 
burst into a wild Viennese waltz to which she had 
often danced. As she listened, she was on fire with 
memories. Hadwig, with her narrow mocking eyes, 
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•hould have been at her side witli a lover or tvo, in- 
■tead of devont Emily. Bat preseatly the tall oaadlea 
were lighted, revealing the bowl of roses on the al- 
tar at the foot of the cross. All the caodle-gleams 
seemed ooncentrated oo the cross. Margot looked at 
it with a naked interest. To her it was the aymbol 
of the imprisoned intellect, the springing shaft of 
pore mind broken in it* upward flight by the ooon- 
ter-line of ignorance. Bat to-night, in the dim ra- 
diance, over Emily's bowed head, it began to seem 
a really lovely thing in its lines, whatever might be 
its significance. There was a grave majesty aboat it 
that stirred her. A little pang shot into her conscioos- 
neas. Denny had had a cross in his folded hands. 1^ 
little lad had borne it as the symbol of the land to 
which his mother believed him going. To him it was 
the symbol of a Fatherland, just as to her the eagle 
stood for her own land. 

As she remembered, the organ caagbt up all the 
hesitating notes into "Jerusalem, my happy home," 
and from the vestry filed the choir-boys, singing tri- 
umphantly. Then die wiut^gowned minister took his 
place at the foot of the altar, intoning in a voice like 
an organ note, " I^et the words of my mouth and the 
meditation of my heart be alway acceptable in thy 
sight, O Lord, my Strength and my Bedeemer I " 

Emily opened her prayer-book and leaned over, 
whispering, " Here, dear 1 Will you follow ?" 

" I like much better to listen and to look," Margot 
whispered back. " It is all artistic, and thy minister does 
make a beautiful tone, and be himself is beantifull" 
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DiwouT^ng as vere her wordSf Emily saw the 
ehange in tlie look that accompanied them. It waa 
distinotlf intereited. That was a good deal to accom- 
plish for the first time. That she foand Mr. Helm 
and his tone beaatifnl, was promising. And then 
Emily flashed softly, and fell i^ain to praying. 

When she had lost herself in her worship, Mai^ot's 
eyes tnmed towards her. She had seen Emily at al- 
most erery oocnpation except praying — studying, tu- 
toring, writing, reciting, sewing, dancing ; in every 
activity of college life, at least, she felt that she knew 
the tranqnil, direct Emily. And yet now she seemed 
quite another Emily. Her delicate face was uplifted, 
her eyes were shining. She seemed full in the light 
of that great window of which Miss Hathaway bad 
spoken, reaching high, high, towards the Absolute. 

Into her vague marveling at her friend, there broke 
the splendid swing of the " Confession," and Emily's 
voioe rang soft and fervent with its " We have left 
undone those things that we ought to have done, 
and we have done those things that we ought not to have 
done." Margot drew a deep breath. The minister stood 
alone, giving the absolntion, his face uplifted, the long 
black-and-white lines of his vestments falling away 
from his ontstretched arms. The candlelight made a 
glow like a halo around his fine boyish head with its 
abundant dark hair. He was quite the personification 
of Parsifal, and the whole service was Wagnerian, 
Margot was thinking. 

" Almighty God, Our Heavenly Father! " he began. 

How dramatic it was I How well done I It stirred 
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her far more thaa ever opera, even in the Baireath 
seaaona with all the Wagoer start). And how appeal- 
ing that myth of the Hearenly Father I Truly, uo 
other mythology had in it ao inspirioga oonoeption of 
the Abaolnte. Ko wonder Denny oould smile as he lay 
80 atiU I No wonder Mrs. Flymi could smile through 
her tears, and Flanagan oould lay that " reachin ' np 
(' GK>d" was good for her, and Miss Hathaway, brilliant 
and msely worldly as she was, oould find every " effort 
to reach God" "beantifol and touching"! Oh, it was 
indeed a beautiful thing — if it were only not a false 
thing I 

When the Lord's Prayer oame, she rested her head 
on the pew in front. It was pleasant to feel the prayer 
all around her. The harmony of thought expressed in 
all those reverent voices soothed and rested her. For 
a moment, it was almost as if she, too, were caught 
np in that pure passion. Then the high, sweet, boys* 
voices broke into "Lead, Kindly Light 1" Light I 
L^ht 1 So the dying G^the had prayed 1 

** Bored, dear ? " Emily asked anxiously, as they 
oame out into the fresh night air. 

" Ach, no, liebohen I It was most interesting. And 
in a beam from the Cirail, thy Mr. Helm would be 
wonderful," Margot said, drawing Emily's hand into 
her moff. 

" You mnst meet him and talk with him, dear, and 
feel his spirit," Emily went on, in quite an impei^ 
sonal tone. " Then you '11 understand and not think 
OS stupid just beoause we have faith." 

" Please, do not ever say that [ It is just that I have 
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been made different, tint is all. But now, since Denny 
has died, I go ap and down — sometimes I am anre 
and glad agtun, and then sometimes — Aoh, always 
I am asking myself things that before I have not 
known ever were to ask I If Fritnlein Hiidwig were 
here, it would not he so I " 

" Thank God she is n't I " Emily declared warmly. 
''It would n't be fair if she wen. It 's high time yoa 
were reading life in the original, Margot, withont 
having her always to translate for yon. Foipve my 
saying it, bat she 's been as bad as a ' pony * in Yirgil 1 " 

Margot laughed. "Perhaps I" was all she woald 
say on that subject. But she added, " I thank thee 
much for taking me to-night. It is a dear memory to 
have seen thee pray, Emiloben 1 " 

Emily blushed hot in the dimoess of the oampns. 
" I was praying for you almost all the time," she said. 

"I love to be in thy thought," Margot answered. 
" Gh>od-night 1 " 

While Emily was writing joyfully to her mother, 
dwelling on the promise in her friend's faoe and man- 
ner in church, Margot sat by the fire. Her " Faust " 
was open on ber lap, her father's picture on the table 
at her side. She had stopped reading to muse over 
Emily's words, " It 's time yon were reading life in 
the original, Margot, withont having her always to 
translate it for you." 
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A ElfiINO WIND 

A. COLLIB <log with a master who giveB flowen to 
wajrfaren? " C[aeried FrofesBor Ripley, taking Emily 
under the iheltet of bis big oottoo umbrella. *' Why, 
yoa don't need a detective to tell yoa that the dog was 
Sandy, a dog of parts." 

In a dismal automn rain the girls were orosung 
the oampuB from the Science Building to the post- 
office and the Rodgera Library. The drops rolled 
down the hood of Margot'a "loden" into the wet 
rings of her hair, and Emily's face was shining and 
cherubio in her rubber bat. At the sight of the Pro- 
fessor leaving Shattuck with bis green bag of Pol. 
Eoon. papers, Emily bad sped after him. He was a 
merry old gentleman with near-sighted eyes and a 
Thackeray nose. 

" But the Gentian Gentleman himself I Who is be, 
please. Professor 7 " Emily pleaded. 

"The Gentian Gentleman 1 With so extraordinary 
ft Dame, I confess I do not recognize him. Is he a blue 
gentleman 7 A late-comer ? Has he tonic properties 7 " 
And he cbnokled with the joy of toasii^ her. 

" That is Miss vod Merveldt's name for him. She 
is the wayfarer who got the flowers and had the ad- 
venture," Emily explained oonscientionsly as Margot 
approached. 
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The ProfesBor incladed Margot in his bant«riDg 
look, which at once changed to one of puzzled reot^- 
nition. 

" Ah I I Me I " be said slowly. " And Sandy wat 
accompanied by thid medicinal gentleman ? Sandy is 
the warm friend of my dog Sam. We tramp mach to- 
gether." 

" The dog baa come first around the path," Margot 
took up the tale, " and he has been nosing my boots and 
my skirt and then my hand, and then be has wagged 
bis tail all right, and we have been friends." 

The Professor's eyes were on her animated face with 
a reminiscent sadness, which changed her own expres- 
sion. " And then ? " be asked. 

*< Ajid then bis master has put bis pipe away and 
has given to me half of bis witoh-hazel and all of his 
gentians, and has said to ask yon," Margot finished, 
with elaborate care of her tenses. 

The Professor turned to Emily with a langb. ** Nov 
the tale assumes proper proportions," he said. " With 
yoQ it was all dog. But Miss von Merreldt has made 
me see the man in mentioning his pipe — a clay pipe, 
I 'II venture. Why, your Gentian Gentleman is John 
Alston, my friend. You can meet nothing better than 
Alston. He lives in Somerset, six miles np the river. 
And your flowery name for him is n't such a misfit, 
after all. He has distinctly tonic properties." And 
Bgun, although be was still langhing, be looked at 
Margot. 

** He has been saying he would show us, in the spring* 
the first-to-come arbutus," Margot added. 
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*' The wooda all love bim and give him of their beat. 
Let him take you tramping, if yon are good walkers. 
It will do you good — and bim, too." And then he 
quite dropped his fan and held oat his hand to Mar- 
got "Yon will excuse my looking at yon so bard. Miss 
Ton Morreldt, and perhaps you will shake bands with 
me, when I tell you that I remember your father quite 
well. You have his eyes and his brow. He and I 
came the same year to the young coUege." 

Margot had instantly held out both hands, with a 
quick flush. 

" Ach, you have been saying what to me is dearest 
to hearl " she exclaimed. "It is that on which X am 
proudest I " 

" We were good friends, he and I, and I shall be 
much interested now in his daughter's wotk," he 
went on. " Troly, there ia a very pleasant ooincidenca 
in your giving me the pleasure of introducing to you 
my friend, John Alston." And he raised his bat and 
turned down towards the street. 

" Is n't he an old dear I " £mily cried, putting her 
arm through Margot's. " I 've never seen that side of 
bim before." 

" It is wonderful here to meet some one who has 
known my father I *' Ma^ot said dreamily. " It makes 
tbe long-^;o and the far-away seem now so near." 

" And then, what fun be was about his friend 1 And 
what a nice name the friend has — John Alston — bo 
strong and simple I The Professor seemed to like him 
a little bit, did n't he?" 

" He likes him much," Maigot answered quietly. 
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" I ooald tell more from what he has not said than from 
what be has said. And about Mr. Alstoa one would 
not need to say much. There are such people, £mi]- 
cben, nicht wahr ? " 

" What fine distinctiona yon do mahe, dearest I I 
wish I could I" And Emily ran into the post-offioe. 

Her own box was empty, but Margot had drawn a 
letter from hers, and stood looking thoughtfully at 
the heavy seal of dark green wax. As they west on, 
and ap into the reading-room, she was drawing out 
the Uiiok sheets covered with the scrawl of a mnoh- 
writtea hand. 

"It is from my home, from Friinlein Hiidwig," 
she said, as she turned down to the history section. 

" Don't get homesick, will yon ? " Emily whispered 
as they separated. 

" It is there already, since he baa spoken of my 
father — the homesickness," Margot answered trem- 
olonsly. 

But tmly, there was little in the letter that was 
saddening, when she found a seat in the far end of the 
alcove and opened out the sheets. 

TlLLA WOTAN, LlIFZia, 

10 October 19 — 
Meut uebeb tTBERHENSCH, — That I was Fool to 
let thee go now, before thy Heart has bound thee 
surely to tby Fatherl&nd, I see — when it is too late I 
Even to bsve thee in love for von Tolpitz would be 
better than to have thee gone without a Tie. Now 
tbon art like a City without walls — open to all the 
63 
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Dot-to-be-GoaDted Influe&oes of tby nev Life. See 
that the Citadels of thy free Mind fall not ! Remem- 
ber thy Nietzsche : " I conjure thee, my Brothers, be 
true to the Earth, and believe not those who prate of 
supernatural Hopea. Poisoners are they, whether they 
know it or not" As thou seest, I have put this on 
English for thee. I keep to my Promise, if I do not 
make thee good English ! I write in thy Father's 
Library. The Wind oomes out of the South East and 
I hare been hearing it to ring Midnight from the 
Matthw-Kirohe. The dry Leaves from the Plane-Tree 
blow against the Windows. Irma Kadowski was here 
with Hugo Hacke. They make a — a Wahlverwand- 
Bchaf t — I know not how exactly to say it on English. 
An AfBnity of Choice, nicht w^r ? Acb, Gott I She is 
too thin and bloodless since the Russian Prison, and 
she smokes — more than do 1 1 Hacke writes Verses 
all Passion and quite naked — poor Stuff I — but he 
succeeds to play like a God — or a Devil. Irma had thy 
Piano, Hacke his Violin. We did the Tschaikowsky 
Pathetique, Opus 6, B Minor, and the Bubinstein 
Concerto, No. 4, D Minor. Lottcben has brought us 
Coffee and Brandy and so I now do not sleep, but 
think of thee and fear and fear I Poor von Tolpitz is 
every Day bringing Flowers for thy Piano. But he 
consoles himself, they say, with a little Danseuse at 
the Theater, who has fat Shoulders. Last Night I was 
in a Concert in the Gewandham. Nikisch was prach^ 
tig, — superb, to keep to thy English, — like a Con- 
querer when he was leading Strings and Wood-Winds 
and Brasses up to the great Crash in " Die Walkiire." 
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Ach, how my Heart was aohing for thee, my Yalky- 
rie I Remember thyself od " I," thou sayest and ait 
proud on this Word. But the greater ib — on vhtch 
thoa wilt not believe — thy Body and its Reason ; 
these say not " I " — they do " I " ! The Wind blows 
the Balcon Door. It is a da^ Night. My heart greets 
thee. Thy Hadwiq. 

I have j^ren myself a Cold. I oongh mnoh Nights. 
But all say how well I look. My Cheeks bloom with- 
out that I make Roaes on them. 

With a long breath, she let the letter fall into her 
lap. Homesick tears blinded her. She coold smell the 
cigarettes and feel the gnst from the balcony door. 
And TOn Tolpitz with bis — 

" Ah, it ia modern history that you read in your 
letter, gnadiges Fraulein? " a voice said suddenly at 
the end of the alcove. 

It was Landschad, in his raincoat, with a roll of 
note-books. For a moment be was part of the scene 
at the Villa Wotan. Then she collected herself, and 
laughed and colored. 

" It is my hom&-letter. It has taken me quite away 
to Leipzig," she answered a little breathlessly, 

" I wish that I might be where your letter has been !" 
he exclaimed, drawing a little nearer and looking 
where she was looking, out of the window at the sod- 
den campus, with its leafless trees and its procession 
of dripping umbrellas. Then be looked down at her a 
moment, before he said in a lower tone, "And with 
you it is better than when I last spoke with you? In 
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the laboratoiy, it bw seemed to me that yoa have 
looked better." 

**0h, yes I I thank yoa, Herr Professor! I am 
quite welL" 

" That I was all inadequate, I have been feeling 
ever since that day at Mrs. Flynn's. Ever since then 
I have been telling myself things that I ought to have 
said to you, and sboold have said if I had not — not 
lost my grip, as the Americana say." 

** There was nothing to say to me besides what yoa 
have said to me that day," she answered, dropping 
her letter into her book. 

*' Ach, there were many things I " he protested, fol- 
lowing the pattern in the floor thoughtfully with bia 
umbrella. " I should have told all what I have found 
in your father's philosophy to strengthen me in the 
face of just suoh a challenge. To your father, Nature 
was ever kind and beautiful in her processes, and so 
she will seem to you now that yon are more calm. 
Your suffering was bat a natural recoil from a first 
experience of realities. Soon yon will feel year old 
confidence, and the very thing that seemed to unsettle 
you will fortify yoa in your freedom of spirit, your 
joyous abandon to life I Death is just what says to us, 
' It is quite the end I Let us get all the joy oat of what 
is ours I ' Bat the other day, mein Friiulein, — if yoa 
will permit me, — we were a little sentimeDtal, niobt 
wabr ? " 

" No," she said quickly. " We were not sentimental. 
We were just human. My father would surely admit 
that" 
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" But to be baman ia sentimental I We must be 
tnoK than baman. ' Behold I teach je the Superman I ' 
We most be loyal to the Ego." 

" Ach, that is how Fraulein Had wig and Professor 
Hegelmiiller always have been talking tome ever since 
I was so little I And so have I ever lived. It is qnite 
easy so to lire far away from all what is not beantif ul 
and intelligent and joyous. But sow, when it is like 
this — and when one is — is — is alone, just to say 
that Death is a process of nature — and where one 
b — afraid." She stopped with a little sob and bid 
her face in the big red-bound " Italian Renaissance." 

" Aoh, yon weep I " be stud, flushing hot and bend- 
ing down, sorprised into almost a tenderness of tone. 
" It is as if Diana in the chase should stc^ to weep. 
Your spirit is so high I But yon are not alone, meJs 
Fraulein I Believe me, you are not alone I " And he 
leaned lower and spoke even more gently. It was hard 
not to pat his hand on her soft hair. 

Her face did not leave the shelter of the big book, and 
bet only answer was a sob. He moved between her and 
the passageway, shielding her from chance passers-by. 

'* Do not fail yonrself or your great father, gnadigea 
Fraulein 1 " he repeated. " Things are not changed. 
You are just tired from the heavy air of this new 
land, where all is to get rich or to get one's self un- 
married or to start a new religion. Here there b how 
little ]oy from art and music and from — from love, 
as it is in your land and mine I " 

Suddenly she smiled ap at him tremulously. "Yon 
will acorn me tor a baby," she murmured, vriping 
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away her tears. " It is stapid that I should so — lose 
my g^p, as you have said. But I have heea thinking 
much, and yoa have been speaking of my father, and 
Profestor Ripley has said this morning that he has 
known my father, — and then this letter ! So I have 
bad a homesickness for — " She hesitated with lips 
that still trembled. 

*' And why not?" he said softly. "It is wonderful 
how yon have been bearing yourseif here among so 
many that are quite strange to yon. It is bat right, a 
little homesickness now and then, that yon will not 
forget too soon. And it is dear to me, yonr homesick- 
ness, because it is also my homesickness — and so — 
BO we are near I " 

She was drawing her hood close over her flushed 
face. " To myself I have made myself quite foolish I " 
she said, avoiding hia eyes and gathering up her books. 
"But always I have thought to understand life. 
Always I have proved things to myself, like algebra. . 
And I have found all rest in art and music Bnt now, 
for me it is not right with life ! " 

He drew a deep breath. '* Soon all will be right 
again, you will see I 'Unmoved is my soul and clear 
like the monntains at noontime.' It is bnt that a cloud 
has passed over the moantuns." 

She stood holding her hood together under her obin. 
" No, never will it be for me quite the same again I " 
she said. " I am not sure that I would have it ever 
the same — all ao — so smooth ! Now flashes of beau- 
tiful things eome to me like views quiokly through 
trees, as in the machine, when we are going fast. 
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My reason lauglu at them and yet they cry out to 
me I And Mias Hathaway — " 

" Miss Hathaway ! " he ezohumed, " Beware 1 She 
has the snpremest power of agitating. She is medisral 
and Gothic She will make yon a mystic I " 

" To me, she is more modern than you or 1 1 She 
has gone qoite past ns in experience. I cannot follow, 
bnt I can see [ " 

" I^ebes Fraulein, I beg yon ! Do not try'to follow I " 
he pleaded, leaning towards her and flushing all over 
his fairness. " Follow your own road until you come 
into your own kingdom." 

" My own kingdom ? " she said, with sudden light- 
ness as they turned out into the reading-room. *' I 
have not heard of my kingdom. la it far?" 

" It is not far ! " he answered in a low tone as he 
held open the door. " For yon it will ever be near, 
gnadiges Franlun I It is love." 
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A WATBIDE GBOUF 

jJ.A.TE n't ire right here in ooUege a case in point, 
Dr. Swinton? " Bresljn was asking over the low bowl 
of heliotrope aod violets. "Yon approve giving a 
girl perfect freedom of mind, and letting her find her 
own ideals and her own belief. They say this girl has 
had just such liberty." 

" Yon mean the graduate student from Leipzig, I 
snppose," Dr. Swioton sud, beginning on the salad 
he had neglected for conversation. " All I know about 
her is that she is cooviticiDgly good-looking." 

** She certainl; is I " Brealyn admitted with a laugh. 
"And she's the very illastration of your theory. She 
has been brought up quite untranmieled by any relig- 
ions or even moral ideals." 

"Horrible!" exclaimed Mrs. Swinton. "And in 
oollegel I should say it's dangerous for the other 
girls." 

" She 's a product of the rankest German subjectiv- 
ism, through Richard Strauss and Nietzsche," Miss 
P^et threw in, in her vibrant tones. Miss Paget waa 
a reader in English, an alunma of Bryn Mawr, quite 
without coquetry. "You don't go that far in your the- 
ories of education, do you. Dr. Swinton?" 

"David does n't know how far be goes in his theo- 
ries," Mrs. Swinton answered for him, with a laugh 
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that shook her white, plump shoulders. " Now, if it 
were a question of nitrates or phosphates, he'd be 
reliable. W«t till the children grow up ! Tlien he '11 
know how far he can go in theory." 

It was at one of the small and intimate faonlty din- 
ners that Mrs. Swinton delighted in giving. There 
were six aroond the charming table with its astoniab- 
ingly lorel; old family silver, which Mrs, Swinton, 
who was a Bivington of Greorgia, had brought from 
her ancestral plantation. With the silver, she had also 
brought comfortable revenues from rice and cotton 
fields, which made possible much fine hospitality in 
the many-gabled new house on Summit Street. In this 
hospitality, Landscbad and Breslyn, the two faculty 
bachelors, bad a welcome share, submitting themselves, 
in return, to the frolicsome assaults of Winifred and 
BivingtoD, the small Swinton twins, and to the deli- 
cate matchmaking proclivities of their mamma. To- 
night in the soft shine of the old silver girandoles, 
Miss Hathaway glowed in her low saffron gown on 
Dr. Swinton's right. 

" Landschad, you know all about the girl I mean 1 
She 's in your courses," Breslyn went on. " Tell na 
about her. " 

Landscbad took up a belated oyster-fork for his 
salad, remembering the blond bead in the big red book, 
the wet, uplifted eyes. He knew a little about ber, be 
was thinking half angrily. 

" Yes, she is in my courses," he said. " And outside 
of my courses, as well, I know her — that is, her father 
is well known to me and how she has been brought up." 
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He was aware that Hiu Hathawaj bad glanced 
qniokly at him. 

'* Come to think of it, I saw her with Emil; Bishop 
in cbaroh Wednesday night," exclaimed Mrs, Swia- 
ton. " She was stonning to look at, and she did put 
her head down for the Lord** Prayer, so she can 't 
be so bad I But she did not incline for the ' Benedic- 
tion/ " 

" Perhaps she was sleepy when she bowed her head," 
Dr. Swinton threw in. " I abonld have been by that 
time." 

Miss Hathaway's eyes met Landsohad's, this time, 
squarely. 

"Dr. Landschad and I both know her," she said. 
" She is in my Proren^al Poetry ooarse. She is so lordy 
and so appealing that it is hard for me to talk about 
her. No doubt, she is all that you say of her, and yet 
she is n't a bit as you would expect her to be. To me, 
she seems like a little girl, and yet she knows a great 
deal — almost everything." 

" I 'd like immensely to meet her," Breslyn ex- 
claimed. " But she 's done enough Greek for her Ph.D. 
— if she wanted a Ph.D. They say she does n't want 
any more degrees. Does she, Miss Hathaway?" 

" No, she does n't. She 's here just for the year, for 
the English, and she 's filling in with any courses that 
attract. She 'a very unusual and quite alone. She ap- 
peals deeply to me." 

Breslyn leaned forward ^;tun, but Miss Paget was 
saying, *' She is unusual in her writing, too, with a 
very fascinating unoerbunty in her idiom. In any 
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play of fancy or depth of fMling, slie lets her prepo- 
sitions and her tenses ma riot." 

" So she does ia her talk I It is oharming ! " 
Miss Hathavay sud. Landsehad m* arutnbling s 
or&cker. 

"And she has the strangest fancies, shockingly 
irreli^ons, I most say, — and does unpleasant de- 
Bcriptiona with all the bold vision of the Seoession 
School in art," Miss P^et went on. 

" But she is bo lovely I " Miss Hathaway persisted 
tenderly. *' There is something almost primeval about 
her, as if she had been bom before the beginning of 
our sorry scheme of things, and had the first dew od 
her. Am I too enthusiastic, Dr. Landsehad 7 " 

He leaned forward and watobed the spoon he was 
toying with. His face was quite pale. "In a way, 
she is quite unusual," he said. *' Miss Hathaway can 
read her much more delicately than I, but it has hap- 
pened that I know very well her background. She is 
the product of the most advanced thought in her land 
and mine. Her father was Von Merveldt, of Leipzig, 
author of *God through Heredity,' and leader in the 
reactionary movement of the seventies, from which 
sprang Strauss and Nietzsche and Von Hartmann. 
He was a Monist, and so is his daughter." 

" Jove I What a background I " Dr. Swinton inter- 
jected. 

"Von Merveldt died too young — at thirty-five, in 
a crevasse on the Monte Rosa — to work out his theo- 
ries, but he left his daughter to inherit tbem — per- 
haps prove them." 
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"Or disprove tbem I Poor child I" Mias Hatha- 
way said softly, to the bouboQ she was eating. 

"Or disprove them," Landaohsd repeated, with- 
out looking ap. " At any rate, Fraoleia von Merveldt 
is so entirely the inheritor of his denials that she has 
sever been allowed to consider seriously that there 
is anything to deny. Creeds are to her but a later 
development of the myths — myths made stale with 
much handling." There was a little ring of bitterness 
in hia tone that only Miss Hathaway heard. 

" Well," Mrs. Swintoa exclaimed, with a long 
breath after her intent listening, " she 's oome to the 
worst place in the world for her. If she 's going to 
be converted, she ought to take creeds one at a time, 
and not half a dozen at once, with all the prejudice 
thrown in. I 'm glad Emily Bishop has got hold of 
her and ia bringing her to hear Mr. Helm. He 'U soon 
straighten her out." 

fireslyn smiled. "With a Qermas free-thinker, 
there 's a good deal more to do than straighten the 
crooked roads, Mrs. Swinton," he said. "You've 
got to create the land on which your road is to be 
built." 

" Ah, don't call her a free-thinker," Miss Hatha- 
way begged. 

" Why not ? " Landsohad asked quickly. 

"Oh, don't call her anything I It's like 'running 
down ' a nymph. Jnst happen in the Music Building 
and hear her play. Then you '11 know she has a soul, 
even if she doesn't — jetl " 

Afterwards, in the library, Iiandschad stood a 
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little in the shadow, rolling a cigarette slowly between 
his palms. Dr. Swiuton watched his own cigar alight 
and then said, with a laugh, " Peace to warring 
Boots I Look at Miss tod Merveldt from quite another 
standpoint, as I do I " 

" Hygienic, then," threir in bis wife. " She 'a very 
learned and yet vigorous and finely colored, and yon 
qaestion the process. Isn't that it, David?" 

"No, I don't question that process 1 We can do 
that quite as well as the Germans. I do question how 
they can keep their daughters little girk until they 
are grown up, while ours are sophisticated at twelve. 
But that 's not at all the point at which I find Miss 
von Merveldt so interesting. It 's the question whether 
she'll fall in love with an American or a German, 
which just means whether she'll lose her own per- 
sonality in her husband's, or absorb his in hers. Since 
the bachelors are n't * prepared to recite,' let 's have 
some music, Milliceut I " And laughing, he opened 
the book of ballads on the piano at " My love is like 
a red, red rose," and leaned, loverlike, to bear his 
wife's small, sweet soprano. 

Half an hour later, out in the windy street, under 
chill stars, Landsohad and Miss Hathaway were 
hardly talkative. As they turned her corner, he said, 
quite suddenly, " It was stupid, the talk, nicht wahr? " 
And he turned np the collar of his overcoat gainst 
a blast. 

" Almost vivisection — but well meant I " 

" Ach, these well-meant affairs when there is no un- 
derstanding I Kindness is then a brutality." He spoke 
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irritably^. " That o&e should be so diBCuseed, I cannot 
bwl" 

" Not I," Miss Hathaway added, aa they reached the 
itepa of Farnesa, her dormitory, "and I do love the 
girll " She stood on the top step, watching his face 
in the light of the street lamp. It was white and 
moody. 

" I do not see why yon sboold love the girl," he said 
abraptly. "It is the truth that I love 1 " 

** Ah, you Germans 1 " she exclaimed with a little 
laugh. " You make it such a personal matter — this 
truth \ Good-night I " 
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FBOU A HIGH PLACE 

J. HAT afternoon, wlien the rain was over and Margot 
came across the campns reading faer mail, a certain 
reddening in the west and a certain smell of burning 
leaves changed her plans. She had intended to give 
the afternoon to her theme, to straightening out the 
idioms and timing her tenses, as Miss Paget's hlue 
penoil suggested. But her letters were diverting. One 
was from Jarris and Nettleton, her lawyers in New 
York, containing oertun mystifying information in 
regard to stocks and bonds and the cotton market. 
The other, addressed in a fine copperplate hand, bore 
the postmark " Studley," and had engraved upon the 
comer of the envelope, *' The Parsonage." The name 
''Studley" gave her a pleasant thrill of remembrance ; 
her aatomobile acquaintance with geography had 
taught her that Studley was the town next Somerset, 
and Somerset held the gentleman of the Blue Flower. 
The thrill conveyed by the letter was painful and agi- 
tating. It was an invitation, half cordial in tone, from 
the wife of the Beverend Timothy Goddard, pastor of 
the Congregational Church in Stndley, to ber cousin, 
Margaret von Merveldt, for her to pass the Thanksgiv- 
ing Becess at the Parsonage. The very words, " The 
Parsonage," in Old English lettering in the comer of 
the envelope, were repellent to her, and the name. 
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" Mrs. Timothy Goddard," in brackets, alter " Your 
affectionate cousin, Jane," smacked, to her, of a banal 
■tupidity. The whole letter was full of the something at 
which Fraulein Had wig had so often jeered, and which 
she had made Margot feel to be the bac^round to 
which her mother had belonged. "There will be family 
prayers, and at meala thou wilt have to thank the 
Deity for thy salt and pepper before thou dost sea- 
son thy food, mein Kind I " she had said. Here it 
was, this very, unnamable stupidity, all through the 
fioely written sheet. 

Into this realization came the smell of burning 
leaves and the glow in the west. The leaves were near 
at hand, just a step off the cement walk, down in a 
little hollow, and Mr. Flanagan, in a red shirt, was 
tossing and turning them in the flames, quite in the 
manner that Fraulein Hiidwig had pictured the Devil 
of the creeds as tossing and burning the souls in the 
Christian Hell. And yet, in spite of what he suggested, 
Mr. Flanagan lifted his cap with a Celtic courtesy 
and hailed her with — 

" Good-day t' ye. Miss! Ar-re ye blinded an' choked 
be me fires? They're all fr the best, smell or no 
smell ! " 

" And good-day to you, Mr. Flan^an i I much like 
the smell of the leaves, and tbe picture you make aa 
you toss them." 

He threw baok his head with a laugh. *' Ah, Miss, I 
know phwat ye *d be sayin'. Wanoe I seen the pitcher 
meself in the church in Leicester. It was in a Mission, 
an* women an' cbilder' crossed themselves just to look 
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at it. An' I Ve tould Father Ryan of its haDtin' me 
wbiniver its toime f 'r the laf e-burDin' I I 've tould him 
an' him laQghin' at me ( " 

Margot sat down od the grass in a shimmer of blae 
smoke. "And what does Father Byao say?" she 
asked. 

*' Arrah, he sajs, * Nvvev ye moind thinkin' about 
that, Pat,' he says. 'God is yer Father,' he says, 'an' 
He don't want ye throublin' yer moind thinkin' of how 
the painter-men misunderstuidB Him,' he sajrs. ' Kape 
yer moind on the warmth of His love, Fat,' he says. 
'Sore it's the lares ye bum makes the garden next 
spring 1 ' An' he 's right, Miss I It is I " 

" It is mnoh pleasanter so to feel," Margot said, smil- 
ing. *' But what a thinker you are ! " 

"Well, ye see. Miss, me moind kapes wnrrukin'. 
An' nights goin' home to me sister's, I pass be the 
chnroh, an' Father Ryan, he's a great gar-rdener, an' 
I shtop be the fence an' we talk. Ye see. Miss, I 'm a 
widder-man, an' he's as good as wan, seeia' he's niver 
married, an' wbin ye're lonesome, a gar-rdeo's a 
friendly thing." 

" It is, indeed," Margot agreed, thinking of the gar- 
den at the Villa Wotan with its punctual procession 
of blooms in the gay and fragrant orders, among the 
glass balls and the marble statues. 

Flanagan stopped tossing, and coming nearer, leaned 
thoughtfully on bis rake. The fire crackled merrily 
and little rivers of flame ran out into the leaves. 

" His moind wurruks wonderful. Miss, Father Ryan's 
does," he went on. " It's loike as if his moind bad two 
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ey«B that see different, like the speoa with the different 
glasMB, an' wan he jost sees things with, an' the other 
lie Mes into things with, an' what they mane. An' he's 
tould me much that gar-rdens mane tjiiat'd sarprise ye, 
Mias. Bat I 'm kapin' je with me talk ! Me sister, 
Mrs. Flynn, she says it's me predominant passion, to 
hear meself talk I " 

" Bat yonr fire and your talk both warm me," Mar- 
got laughed. " And it seems to me that your Father 
Kyan is a little bit of a poet." 

" He ig, Miss, though I don't just know what a poet 
might be, unless it's wan that sees what's iathingswhen 
there 's nothing t' see, an' tells it t' ye, so 's t' make 
ye want t' kape on yer Snnday clothes all the wake 
an' not moind yer males. Why, he talks that beauti- 
ful about hoes an' rakes an' sprinklin'-pots, that they 
seem loike things blessed for the altar, an* me in me 
oold overalls, ministeiin' there I But ye know that 
gar-rden-feelin'. Miss, of growin' things an' God's 
bein* close by ? Ye might call it just the blood lapin' 
in ye or the sun warm on ye, if ye did n't know the 
rale name I " 

" Why, Mr. Flanagan, you too are a poet I You have 
said what a great poet has said — a poet of my own 
land." 

" Bnt annybody 'd feel it, Miss I It don't take a poet 
to have the feelin' 1 An' it's better than bavin' money 
in yer pocket ( " 

Margot rose and turned ap to the path. " Some day 
when you have the feelin', you must let me share it, 
Mr, Flanagan," she said. " And Mrs. Flynn is well 7 " 
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"She's doin' well, Miss! But she don't ate more'n 
a sparrer, an' she 's a look on her loike — loike ao altar- 
candle in the dark. But she 's prajin' f r ye constant, 
exflusin' the liberty!" 

" I like maeh to be in yonr sister's kiad thought," 
Margotsaid. "Grood-byel" And she went along smil- 
ing a little. So she was being prayed for "con- 
stant " I Her name was floating somewhere around the 
ugly punted Madonnas that no doubt adorned the 
little chuToh in the Patch I How Fraulein Hadwig 
would laugh! She herself, though, stopped smiling, 
remembering Mrs. Flynn's piteous face. There was a 
sort of sweetness in thinking tiiat she was making some 
cheer in thatdesolate heart ; and, after all, being prayed 
for meant no more than being thought of tenderly. 
And then — and then there was a new, deep joy in 
helping with another's burden. The suddenness and 
brightness of this new joy reminded her, for some 
reason, of the first croons in the garden at home. 

Presently, after putting letters and books in her 
room, she went out again in her long cape, stopping 
at the garage for Kaiser as a coQipanion on her walk. 
Theme-writing was no longer to be thought of! The 
red in the west was kindling a fine sunset, and the 
wind was growing crisp. Aimlessly — fatefully, she 
thought afterwards — she turned np Summit Street. 
Sidewalk pools showed funtly red and last leaves flut- 
tered from the woodbine on the houses. She nodded 
often to passing girls, homeward bound after their 
tramping, with fresh cheeks. 

" Smug, oomfortablecreatores!" she thought. "How 
71 
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wflll satisfied they are with their ready-made creeds I 
Beady-made and cut to fit from the threadbare beliefs 
of their fathers, and to be cut again to fit the cramped 
intelligeooe of their own children I " Nietzsche's bitter 
cry oame to her, " Oh, to live in this artificial light 
and this miuty air where the mind cannot spread its 
wings and fi.y aloftl" She, an Cbermensch, bad trem- 
bled, and her spirit had quailed before one of nature's 
majestio processes ! She had bowed her head in hys- 
terical emotion over a commonplace myth I She tossed 
her head free of her hood, to feel the wiud on her 
cheeks, around her ears, in her hair, and climbed on 
np the winding street. Between the houses there were 
wide valley-glimpses bon&ded by far hill-lines. It was 
good to get so high — so high — above all the crowd- 
ing impressions, and reinstate herself in her citadel 
on the airy hill-tops of the philosophy in which she 
had been reared. 

She had come to an open lot on the brow of the 
hill, bounded on each side by frost-bitten gardens 
and parterres. A ledge of boulders, reddened with 
trailing briers and huckleberry bushes, hung over the 
valley. There she flung herself down, the wind flutter- 
ing her bur and stinging her cheek. A homing flock 
of crows cawed over the tree-tops below. Kmser stirred 
the bushes. In the stilloess and highness, there suited 
the old proud sense of herself, of her personality 
measured with nature. Suddenly, a gleam in the tree- 
topa below interested her. The last of the sunset had 
caught the gold cross on a little church-spire. She sat 
np and took her bearings. It was St. Hilda's, of course. 
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It was often called, fancifully, "St. Hilda's under the 
Hill." From it a flight of rocky steps led ap through 
garden and orchard, to Sununit Street, whose wealthy 
residents were its faithful parishioners. 

As Margot looked, a man was coming lightly np the 
steps. His coming meant her going. She had taken 
only a step, however, when he reached the top, hreath- 
less, and stood amazed, looking at her. Instantly, she 
recognized him and flushed hot. It was the Rerereud 
Stanwood Helm. 

"I — I heg a thousand pardons I " he cried, haring 
his head. " Don't go away, I implore you I Let me 
speak with yon just a minute. Miss Bishop has told 
me of you." 

She turned to him, compelled hy the mention of 
Emily's name, and by a certain intensity in his voice 
and manner. He stood tall in bis clerical dress against 
the twilight. 

" Forgive me this liberty," he sud, agun with the 
fervor that she at once saw to be characteristic of him. 
All the ^me he was looking at her with a kind of 
surprised delight that amused her. *' I was mastered 
by the desire to know you. I saw you in church the 
other night with Miss Bishop, and ever since — " He 
stopped and flushed. "At any rate, that gives me 
something of an excuse, does it not 7 " 

"I am glad that you speak to me," she said, smiling 
at his boyishness. " Miss Bishop is my very dear friend, 
and her friends it gives me pleasure to meet. And bow 
we meet, to me it makes do difference." 

As she spoke, oboosing her careful words, he colored 
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all over hU olearout olive face with its sensitire 
mouth. 

" I was glad to see yoa in church," he repeated. 
" It mast be awfully forlorn to be in a strange place 
aud have no ohnrch-home. Do make your home with 
uB. The bailding is open all day, and — " 

She turned to him with a laugh and a spark of de- 
fiance in her eyes. ** How comical I " she exclaimed. 
" Fraulein Bishop has truly not been telling yoa that 
I am needing a ohurcb-home \ That would be surely 
quite the last thing I ever should be missing I That is 
fannyl" She stopped to laugh again. "And really, 
hare you thought that ? " Then with sudden serioos- 
nesa she added, " But forgive ! I am not polite 1 It is 
as the light has come to you that you speak. I thank 
yoa much I " 

Hla color had deepened. " Of course I knew about 
yoa," he aaid airily. " That 's why I said what I did 
— just why I I wanted to come at oace to clearness of 
understanding with you. And I- have come to an 
understanding, but I suppose I 've made a beastly 
blunder in doing bo." 

"Acb, nol There is no blunder. You have said 
what priests always are saying, nicht wahr ? " 

" No," he answered in a lower tone ; " I have merely 
said badly what I really, aa a man, should like to say — 
if I may — now." 

" But yes I As a man, it will be interesting to 
hear." 

" I am no proselyter. Miss von Merveldt T " he be- 
gan at ODce, " and I beg you to forget that I am a 
74 
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priest. I am a man, too. Misa Bishop has told me that 
you are a stranger and -that yon have had a shook, 
and I — I should like to be of serrioe, that is all — 
jnst in a human way." 

There was a little appeal in his winning eyes, and 
he said her name so earnestly and simply that he 
might have said it many times before. 

" Just in a human way, Miss von Merreldt I " he re- 
peated, as tbey turned down Summit Street in tbe 
twilight. " It hurts me to see anybody in the desert, 
for I've been there myself, and been led out, thank 
God I Oh, I 're had my twilight of the gods I " And he 
lifted bis faoe with a long breath. 

She was liking him better with every hot, impulsive 
word that he aaid, and yet she answered, still coolly, 
"Bat I have do gods, and bo never shall I have tbe 
twilight. And for snob as I there is do ' desert,' as 
yon call it 1 Miss Bishop has been telling you what 
u a little seDtimental. I have bad just the shock — 
it is all — and now I quite find myself." 

" For Bucb as you 1 " be was repeating slowly after 
her. He seemed to be holding back his intensity so 
Uiat his voice trembled. " For such as you ? Why, we 
ate not different, you and I, Miss von Merveldt I " 

"Not? " she said lightly. 

" Ah I " he cried suddenly, '* I am sot presuming 
to try to infiuence you. I know very well I could not. 
Yon are so fearfully clever and so learned — and so 
humorous 1 I am not such a fool as to talk that kiod 
of thing to you I But — I must say it 1" And be 
turned to her in the growing darkness. **Yoa enrags 
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me so tbat I am mdelj plain with yoa. I 've f ooght 
so bitterly for my truth that I oatiaot help challenging 
;oa whm — when yon are so — so playful and scorn- 
ful with terrible ^inga. I've fought and bled for 
my faith and now I 've got it I Have you struggled 
and gasped for wha'i yon consider your freedom? 
HaTe you fairly died tor what you call truth 7 Do you 
know it — know it — because you have lived it?" 
He spoke vehemently, swiftly, in a low tone, hia eyes 
on her face. 

" No," she said, still oooUy; " I have not had to do 
anything what you have been saying so — so drama^ 
ically. My truth is the (rath of reason. And I have 
not anything to fight to believe, because these things 
are but what our fancy creates for us, as do litde 
children the hobgoblin." 

"How do you know ? Did yon get your reason, yoor 
philosophy, — I don't know what you call it, — in a 
way that proves what yon Bay ? Has your life proved 
it to you ? " 

She hesitated a moment She was banning to bate 
him. " I got it from my father," she said proudly. 

" Ah, — have yon not tested it and proved it to see 
whether it fits your own life?" he persisted. "Have 
yon tested yoor inherited theory with poverty and 
BnfEering — and death ? Do yon know these things, or 
have yon jnst taken them on the word of your fathei 7 
Have you any armor to protect you when sin and 
misery and disease come even into your beautiful life 
— as they may — how do yon know? And are you 
sure" — he leaned toward her in the growing dark 
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— "are yoa sore — do yoo know without a queBtion 
— t^t your father would — would qow deny you all 
share ia the things that make it poaeible for other men 
to live? And — ^and — what would your mother have 
to say about it ? " 

She did not answer. The arc^lights were flashing 
out into the oight. He was frightened at her white 
face. 

" Ah, I did not mean to say so much ! " he cried. 
" Foi^re me. Miss ron Merreldt I I know I have 
gone too far. I have not the vestige of a right. But 
my truth is so dear to me, and — and you enrage me 
BO gloriously I " He gave a boy's nervous laugh. " I 
suffered so before I found my truth I Forgive me ! " 

She drew a deep breath. " No, you have not too far 
gone I " she siud coldly. ** It has made no difference I 
Why should I care that I do enrage yon? And it is 
interesting — your — your — " And then she faced 
him suddenly with a little cry that startled him. " Toa 
have no right to shake so and stir me I " she said al- 
most angrily. " Yon have said to me a thing what is 
terrible." 

"For^ve me," he repeated gently. "I only meant 
to say that yon have not yet lived. It is just as if yon 
had seen life like the lady in the poem — you know the 
one I mean — in a mirror. Yon will forgive me, will 
you not, and some time again — " He stopped at the 
campus entrance, and stood with a bared head, waiting 
for her to speak. *' I am so ill-governed when it comes 
to what is so vital to me — aud to you," he went on. 
*' I swore to myself that I would n't say anything re- 
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ligioiu to you. I knew better. And joo will forgive 
me? " He held out hU hand, and after a long moment 
she gave him herB. " And some time again ;oa will 
come to the hill-top 7 " he said. " If yoa do not oome, 
I shall know that I am never to be your friend." 

She lifted her head qaickly and proudly. It seemed 
to him he had never seen before so nearly naked a 
soul. 

** You have said to me what is a terrible thing I " 
she repeated in a low tone, taming from him. 

"A terrible thing t" her mind kept repeating as 
•he ran on through the dark, then through the lighted 
corridors up to her room. It was a terrible thing, but a 
quite true thing that this man had dared to say. 
Her mind bad been shaped for her. She bad been 
planned for, trained, imprisoned, that she might be 
this intelligenoe that her father bad wished for bis 
daughter. She had accepted as blindly as the moat 
ignorant Russian serf. She had been given only the 
second-hand beliefs of others. She was not her own — 
not an idea of hers was really her own — and her 
proud Ego was her father and Fraulein Hadwig. Oh, 
the bitterness her ears bad heard ! In her humilia- 
tion, she buried her face tn her hands and crouched 
on the floor in the dark. She was nothing, neither 
man nor woman, with her mind an imitation of a man's, 
and her heart as nnawakened to womanhood as an nn- 
bom obild'a. Realities ! What did they mean to her 
but trembling and foolishness when she enconntered 
them, while to Emily — to little, simple Emily — 
they meant triumph I And this man who had dial- 
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lenged lier — he bad gone ont to meet them and 
foagbt aod atniggled and bled at tbeir side, and won 
bis peace, his oertaiaty ! He was not a clever man, 
but hoT big be was io bis courage I And >be ! All of 
them, Emily, Miss Hathaway, Mrs, Flyim, Mr. 
Flanagan — all had tested their tmth in tbe fires of 
life, while she, the Ubermenscb, she bad accepted 
what others had labeled '* truth." The Heredity which, 
her father bad taagbt, created its gods, bad turned 
opoQ her and created her a more hideous phantom, a 
no-god. It was all false, the reasoning she bad ac- 
cepted as reason. 

And as these thoughts pouaded through her brun, 
Helm's words, " What would your mother have to 
say about it? " rang in her ears. For the first time id 
her life it seemed to her that her mother would have 
a good deal to say about it And then the dead face 
of her father in the Monte Bosa snows came into the 
darkness. Would be have anything to say about it 
now ? After all, that was the whole question. 

Suddenly there was a sharp knock at the door. 
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ABOTnn> A Ttmir 

J.BB hall light hiinded her for a moment when she 
opened the door, so that she did not at first see the 
bunch of red alder>berries that Olga held ont to her. 
Then in a moment she realized the vivid color and 
heard the girl saying, "The gentleman sent them to 
you, Miss, and said oonld he see yon a minute — 
that Professor Ripley sent him — and never mind his 
name." 

With a throb Margot's heart swung into its nor- 
mal rhythm of gladness, and she found herself tam- 
ing on all her lights and getting out her blue gown. 
The mirror showed her pale cheeks and rough braids 
and shadows under her eyes, but she did not stop. 
With the berries in her hand she ran downstairs. 
The girls had all gone to Gym. The corridors were 
silent. He was standing at the far end of the draw- 
ing-room, warming his hands at the fireplace under 
the Buins of the Forum. He came half way down the 
room to meet her. 

" It 's cold enough without my just leaving the 
berries and not seeing yon," he laughed. *' And Pro- 
fessor Kipley said he 'd take the consequences of my 
daring to come." 

"But why not?" holding out her hand. "I have 

quite no conventions I Always it is what we want 

80 
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to do that we most do, is it not ? " She liked the faint 
odor of a good cigar and the freshness of the outside 
that he bore about him ; and his hand-olasp was an- 
faorried and firm. The self she had been upstairs had 
quite Tanished. " Especially," she went on, " we should 
always do those things what we think other people will 
be glad for us that we shall do I " And she lifted 
charming eyes to his, and trailed her little blue gown 
to the fireside bench. 

" That 's nice, comfortable philosophy," he said, 
still standing and smiling down on her with great 
satisfacUon. "Yes, I wanted to come. I liked meeting 
you that day and I 've remembered it I " 

" I, too," she answered. " And the gentians are 
keeping me so that I shall not forget. Still they are 
in my window — all gray like spirits, but beautiful. 
An,d the witch-hazel has been dropping, dropping, on 
me as I sit to write at my desk." 

" I thought they 'd be going, so I brought the 
berries. I 'm dining with Professor Ripley to-night. 
I am glad he said I might stop on the way." 

"You will sit down, please," she said. "Yet, you 
do not know me at all. You see, I am much different 
to American girls. Fronlein Hadwig and I, always we 
have done quite what we have pleased, and so I am 
never shocked. It is only what we want to do that 
counts." 

He had taken a chair opposite her. She was sur- 
prisingly good to look at, indoors as well as out, this 
lonely young German girl " without conventions." 

" Yes," be agreed, " yon are quite different from 
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the girls in this country. Here they always want to 
do what their neighbors do, only a little better." 

" Aoh, with me, that would be the reason why not 
to ! If I did as do all the others, then should I not 
be myself I " 

His face bad grown serious as he watched her. 
Presently, he sud, in quite an unembarrassed fashion, 
"Yon 're tired, are n't yon? Are n't you working too 
bard, or isn't something troubling you? Isn't there 
some one you can talk to about it? " He leaned a 
little forward and spoke with the gentleness one uses 
to a child. "College is hard at first, anyhow, and 
in a strange land I " he added. '* Home is what yoa 
need." 

She had crimsoned and caught her breath, then 
laughed softly. His eyes were pleasant when they were 
soserious. "Oh.Iamnottiredl "sheprotested. **The 
firelight makes lines that are strange, that is all." 

" Could n't you go to yonr cousin, Mrs. Goddatd, 
in Studley, for a little breathing-space?" he went on. 
"She's — " 

"Mrs. C^dard! That she is my cousin — how 
did you know that it is so?" 

"Oh, easy enough I I've known her all my life. 
Lucy Goddard and I went to school together. Lucy 
is rare. Dr. Qoddard was my mother's minister." 

" And yours, too?" she asked quickly. 

" No, not mine. As yet, I have n't any minister 
hot the wind in the open. That carries my prayers 
aloft. But couldn't yoa go to yonr cousin's for 
Thankagiving ? " 
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" But it is wonderful how you know about ni« I 
Who has been teaching you so much history ? " She 
kept her hot oheeks, but she had lost the little lines 
in her brow, as she made her eager questions. 

*' Oh, I dined with the Goddarda that veiy day I 
met you. The witch-hazel I did n't give you was for 
Dorothea, another of your relatives, who will be a 
fine friend for you. And I told them at dinner all 
about my coming on you in the fields, just beoaose 
I liked to talk about it myself — it seemed to me a 
very pleasant thing to have happen to one. And Mrs. 
Goddard at once broke in with, ' Well, of all ro- 
mantic meetings ! Why, that 's my oousin from Ger- 
many, of coarse I What does she look like?' And 
then I tried to tell her what you look like." He 
stopped and laughed a moment at her littie ges- 
ture. " And then she made me tell the whole story 
all over again," he resumed, ■ — "all about your eyes 
— and your hair — and your — your gown, and now 
and then she 'd say, ' That's like Margaret ! ' " 

Margot lifted her eyes with a little breath. *' Mar- 
garet was my mother," she said. " And has my cousin . 
been asking you something else ? " 

*' No, that 's about all, except that she called me a 
stnpid old bachelor when I failed to remember about 
your hat — " 

" My hat I had left in the machine," she laughed. 
*' Of course, how could it be that you should remem- 
berl" 

" And she thought me inexcusable when I confessed 
that I hadn't looked at the make of your nutchine," 
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be went od. ** Aod then she said she was going to ask 
you for Thanksgiving. You '11 go, of course ? " 

Her face had grown serious. " And she has heen 
telling yon about my history ? " she asked. 

" Not half BO much as I should like to hear. All of 
us want to know all we can of this 'visitant from 
another sphere,' as the astronomers say of the comets. 
She did tell me that your mother was her first cousin, 
and that yonr father had been a great scholar, and that 
you had come here to yonr mother's college to perfect 
your English. And I think it 's extremely nice that 
yon have come back to your mother's home." 

" And that was all, wholly all, that she has said to 
you ? '* 

" Truly, all that mattered. When you meet Mrs. 
Goddard, you will underatancl that she would ask 
many other questions that — that you and I have no 
interest in. For instance, about the style of your car, 
the color, and if your chauffeur wears a lirery." He 
stopped for a hearty laugh. *' You see, not every young 
woman takes a big touring-car and a dachshund to 
college with her I And, as she has written you, she 
would have been to see you but for her broken hip, 
and Dr. Goddard is n't back from England, and Lucy 
never goes anywhere. You will understand when yon 
see Lucy." 

" How good it is that you know the kindred of my 
mother I " she murmured with a sigh. " They are to 
me less strange." 

" Thank you I " he ssud gravely. " And now, you 
will go to them for Thanksgiving?" 
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" I will see. When for so many years there has been 
no love — it is hard to — to begin. And it is harder to 
meet those of one's own blood that are strange than 
those who are quite anrekted. And then, as yon say, 
I am much different to them. I am not of their kind, 
am I ? Yon will be good to be frank. What does it 
matter?" 

"No," he said decidedly, and yet laughing, and 
slowly sweeping her with his eyes, " yon 're not of their 
kind — except Dorothea's. But I am not at all afraid 
of the situation. Dorothea will make it go." 

" Always you are speaking of Dorothea," she said. 
" Is she beautiful ? " 

" Not exactly ; but you won't think of beauty when 
yon see her, yon 'U be so busy liking her." 

She shrugged her shoulders a trifle. " And I do not 
know how to be with a minister," she persisted. " Will 
he be then at home ? I have never been talking with 
a minister. He will not bore me with the talk of theo- 
logy?" 

" Dr. Goddard I " he ezclumed. " In five minutes 
yon and be will be firm friends. He isn't a brilliant 
man, bat he 's a great one ; he can size persons up 
squarely at once and then win them — that 's better 
than being brilliant. He gets home two days before 
Thank^ving. And now you'll come, of conrse? 
There are some fine walks around Stndley, and the 
bitter-sweet is beautiful now. Good-night ! " 

"Bitter-sweet? How strangely you call things here! 
I will have only the sweet." 

He held out his band, smiling. " Out of ^e bitter 
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ooin«8 the Bweet, I find. And bo it will be with your 
visit. Yoa '11 come ? " 

When he had gone, she listened to his footsteps on 
the porch, then receding down the cement walk His 
chair looked oonscious. She stooped to pick np a fallea 
berrj. Into her mind there had flashed Max tod Lil- 
iendorf and Baron Badowitz and Serge Cilkowitch, 
students who had come often and ardently to the 
Villa Wotau, and von Tolpitz and Kleve and all the 
other officers who had been ready to draw swords about 
her danoe-oard. After their oaJls it had not been at 
all like this I As she toroed from the fire, which held 
her gaze for a long moment, she was saying to herself, 
" Of course I will go to Studley I They are my mo- 
ther's kindred. And a broken hip ii very bad, and Dr. 
Goddard is in England. I will be reasonable." And 
then she fell to wondering about Dorothea and her 
charms. 

Out in the hall there was the smell of cauliflower. 
The dining-room door was ajar, and the maids were 
dropping knives and forks into their places. Oo the 
hall table lay some letters brought over from the late 
mail. One read " Frl von Merveldt " in the bold, much- 
written hand, under a German stamp. Margot began 
to tear the end of the thick eovelope ; then stopped, 
frowning, and tucked it into her girdle. 

Voices and cold air filled the hall. 

"Letters I Oh, joy I" cried the first of a rushing 
company of flushed, disheveled girls in gymnasium 
suits. " All for Miss von Merveldt, of course I " 

" Indeed, no! And mine you may have, too," Mar- 
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got laughed. " Letters oarry mach fire that no longer 
barns the one who writes, but is hot in the fingers of 
the one who reads." 

" That's just what mother always says when I write 
her from the depths," called back a loiterer, looking 
np from a piotnre post-oard. 

At dinner Emily's place was vacant ; she was dining 
at the Settlement with the Sunshine Club. So Mai^t 
went through the table-talk with a far separateness of 
spirit, her inmost self aware of other things. After 
coffee, when the dancing had begun in tbe drawing- 
room, she ran upstairs, and when the reading-lamp 
and the fire were lighted, the gay red of her alder- 
berries calmed her into drawing her chair into the 
glow and opening her letter. It read: — 

Villa Wotah, Lkipzio, 
3 NoTembM, 19- 
Mein beelen Kind, — My Heart withers with 
missing thee ! I have had tby Letter about what 
thou oallest tbe " Sophomore Reception " I Aoh, thy 
Amerioanism ! It must have been dvdl like Death, thy 
College Grirls dancing and flirting with each other. It 
is no wonder the Name is so stupid I fiut I am glad 
thy Gown of mermaid Green went well — even to 
ohann only the Frauenzimmer I I have seen thee in it 
Night after N^ght in my Dreams and longed to fold 
thee in my Arms, my Beautiful Onel Of course, 
thou dost not miss me as I miss thee. Nothing have 
I in thy place. Lottchen sits with me much and dams, 
and chatters of thee nntil I cry out to her, and tells 
of tbe Students and Offiziers that stop her in tbe 
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Street to ask of thee. And two Nights I haye bees 
haviog People to Dinner : the new Professor in As- 
thetik — sentimentalisch I — and the new Doktor in 
Psycbologie, from that dull Gottingen where so many 
of thy Amerioan Schul-Fucbse make their Doktor. 
He is without Fire — he does not fly — he crawls I 
He has been quoting Schiller's Ethik until I was al- 
most screaming. His wife — they say — is Katholisch. 
There is a Baby, one of six I They have eaten much, 
the two new Doktors. And how art thou in all thy 
Strangeness ? I have not so many Fears for thee 
now as at first. But thou wilt suffer at Stupidity. 
America does not even know what it is, — Art. To make 
Battles and write Constitutions is dnU. The Hideous 
in the Dress aud Manner of the people I can forgive, 
the Stupid never I The Hideous is amusing, but not 
so the Stupid I And thou wilt meet canting Ministers 
and preying Priests and sicken to hear ever of Pres- 
byterian and Metbodiscb and Episoopalisch and all 
the other Sects that hate each other so to tear out the 
Eyes — and yet prate of Lovel Aoh, it makes me so 
that I am half wild to think of thy free Mind in that 
Air so thick with Myth that chokes ! And yet I know 
thy Wing-Strength, mein Liebling ! Thou art Daugh- 
ter of an Eagle, so I am telling myself. I play much to 
keep the House not to be so still, like Death — Tschai- 
kowsky and Dvorak and all what Strauss I can make 
to go at the Pianoforte. Chopin will I play no more 
without thee — he hurts me with the Tempo Bubato 
— so lyriBch — like thee. Write me often, that the 
Months are not so heavy. Remember that thou art a 
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Perfected Thing. Thou art, as Nietzsche tella thee, "a 
Herald of the Lightniog." Thy — and thy Father's, 
Hadwiq. 

And then the postBCript, as nsual. " I am to the 
House much. It is the stupid Cough that I hare had 
the Winter inWien we were so gay. I gave cold to my- 
self when I was ooming back from firemen after our 
Farewell at the Ship. The Hours are long. My Greet- 
ings to the dear Dog. Tell me of thy new Friends — 
I beg thee, not Friends — only Aoquaintanoes. Let 
them not touch thy free Mind. Thy Father's white Vio- 
lets make the second filoom, the Summer lingers so." 

She sat staring through tears at the scrawled sheets. 
The still house, the wild music, Lottchea'i chatter, 
the white violets still abloom — how poignant the pic- 
ture! Poor, scornful Fraulein Hadwigl Had she 
builded so well, after all I Love, she had declared al- 
ways, with her strange smile, was quite behind her, 
but there was still the chance to be amused ! And 
friendship, — so she reasoned, — what was it but a 
surrender of the Ego, a bargain I And now, what was 
left her? To Margot there was but one answer. She 
should never have gone from the Villa Wotao. She 
should have stayed with Fraulein Had wig, among their 
own kind, they two whom fate bad so isolated into a 
common destiny. She should have stayed where life 
was serene and untortured by strange doubts, untn- 
vaded by those who challenged — and yet appealed. 
And still, as she so reasoned, try as she would, she 
could not see herself in the old aloofness with Fraulein 
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Had wig. Things oould not be as they had been before. 
Oat of Helm's bo reoent probiags,and all the preceding 
MCperience, there bad been bom within her a new 
eonsoioasDesa that some would eall a sonl. Margot 
called it nothing. She knew only that she had oome 
to a turn of the road, and that her own shadow snd- 
denly lay long across the way. 

Then to her tbonghtf ol eyes came the red of her 
berries. ** Dear things ! " she cried, patting her face 
close to them as if they had been flowers. Their lore- 
linesB brought back Alston with such warmth and life 
that she poshed aside her letter and sprang up. She 
mast tell £mily about his coming. It was ^es since 
she had seen Emily I By this time she was surely back 
from her Sonihine Club. And in a moment she bad 
run up to the little gable-room in the fourth story 
where Emily made her nest. It was a tiny room nnder 
the eares, with a dormer window that let in the moun- 
tains. Emily took it because it was cheap, but got 
compensation in quiet and view. To-night an "Occu- 
pied " sign adorned the door, but Margot pud no heed 
to its warning. Instantly, " Come in I " answered her 
knock, and Emily was revealed by the lamp, darning 
stockings and studying. Her note-book in Pol. Econ. 
lay open in her lap, with the scissors to keep it flat. 

" Oh, my dear I " she cried, " how perfectly glorious 
the berries are 1 For me — half of them I How good 
yon are and how glad I am to see you! Another swain 
in a woodland road, I suppose I Here, sit down." 
And Emily rose and, gathering her work in her lap, 
seated herself on the chintz-covered trunk. 
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"I am glad to see thee, too, liebobeo, — too glad 
to oare where I ait I " 

** Bat the berries, Margot ? Who is it this time ? Is 
Professor Landsohad beooming unmanageable 7 " 

" Ach, DO I That is thy nonsense, EmilobeD. It is 
Mr. Alston who has been here with the berries. Pro- 
fessor Ripley has said for him to eome, and he was 
Tety oioe." 

" Very nice, indeed I It 's too thrilling for words I 
What did he have to say ? " 

" Oh, many things, but chiefly that I am to go to 
my cousin's in Studley for thy day of thanks. He is 
the great for many years friend of my cousins." 

" Well, of all romantic things ! Of course you'll go, 
yoa darling, you I And then Mr. Alston will lose 
his — " 

"Pleasel Please! It will not be ever so! And now" 
— she paused, her face grown quite grave, and took 
up Emily's scissors absently — "now I will tell thee 
what will make thee very glad." She was opening and 
shutting the scissors. *'I have made, this afternoon 
quite late, a quick walk up Summit Street, with Kai- 
ser, and on the top, — in the bare plaoe above the 
ohorch, all suddenly — I have met thy — thy minister, 
Mr. Helm, and — and he has been speaking with me, 
liebling." 

So busy was she with the scissors that she did not 
see the color that swept over Emily's face and neck. 
" And it is as thou hast said," she went on, slowly, 
"he is wonderful." 

" Really ! " Emily cried, with a quick little breath 
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that went into a laugh. "I am ao glad, dear, — bo 
awfully glad ! Aud be did help you ? " 

Margot frowned and threw down the soisBors. 
'* Ach, no I He has not helped me ! How could he help 
me ? I have no need of what is not I " 

"But the next time? Yon will see him again?" 
Emily was threading her needle anew. 

" I do not know. Now, I would that I might never 
see him again! But now, how is it with thee? Quite 
enough have we been saying about me." 

" Oh, with me always well, thank God I At home 
not so well t But you don't want to hear about that, 
Margot, dear. It is so dull a little story 1 " And she 
dented her round cheek with her thimbled finger and 
looked with serious eyes at the lamp. 

" I should like much to hear thy little dull story. 
About thee it is never to me dull." 

" Well, I had that fat letter there from mother to- 
day, aud Helen is worn out with her work at the 
library, and the doctor says she most rest or have a 
nervous collapse, — just as if we were millionaires and 
codld afford nerves I — and the furnace is broken and 
it will coBt a lot to repair it, and mother has a felon 
on her finger. It 's a blue lookout for little mother, 
but she 'a a plucky one. I feel as if I ought to be at 
home helping them, instead of here spending." 

*' But thou couldst not do anything except to see 
them not well and that is not good for thee. It is 
far better for thee here." 

*' Oh, we should be together and then I could cod- 
dle Helen and save mother's poor little finger. I may 
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have to go anyhow. It 's Helen's money that keeps me 
here in addition to the fortune I make tatoring girU 
that are too wealthy to use their own brains." EmUy 
had a little frown ander the shadowy wisps of hair on 
herforehead. Suddenly she smiled. " But if mother 'a 
cheerful, I certuoly ought to be," she said. " Mother 
said that the only time it was worse was when 
she was moving and father sprained his ankle and 
we children came down with scarlet fever. But she 
said that God had helped us through the tight places 
before and she woold trust Him now. Only mother's 
English is more elegant than mine, — or rather, her 
Anglo-Saxon, — for she spoke of God's ' loving kind- 
ness.' Isn't that a dear word? But now that's 
enough of my prosuc tale I Let 's have another chap- 
ter of your romance." 

Margot's face was that of a curioos bat perplexed 
child. " It is most beautiful, thy little dull tale," 
she sud slowly. " But to me, as thou knowest, it is 
not all quite reason — thon wilt forgive! And yet, 
as I have listened, my mind has bad a view that is 
like what I have seen in the high Alps — the life 
that is all plun and bard-working, and then beyond, 
the shining peaks, and everywhere the streams com- 
ing from above where it is so clear and so far. And 
so" — she hesitated, and got at her idea slowly — 
"and so, Emilohen, it is as if I have been seeing the 
high mountains and the streams through all what thou 
hast siud. Do I speak quite wildly ? " 

For answer, Emily tossed away her work, and sank 
to her knees at Mai^ot's side. " You dear, you ! Yon 
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are talking like an aogel I Of ooarse I nDderetaDd. 
Why, Margot, it's your soul that sees the lovely 
things that are like the peaks and the Btreams, and 
the lovely things are just mother's and Helen's and 
my lore for each other, and mother's trust in God. 
That 's the highest peak of alL" 

"It is moat wonderful I" Mai^t sighed. "To me 
it is all quite different from what ii told in books — 
faith iu God." 

" Books give very one-sided views of life, I Ve 
found," Emily said decidedly. "It's life that tells 
the truth. It 's only the things that we 've really lived 
that we know. Your philosophy sounds all very fine, 
dear, hnt I 've got to have things to brace me up and 
give me courage and love and — and common sense. 
I never could get a scheme of living from a book." 

There was a little silence. Margot sat looking at 
the light. Emily, fearing her own frankness, slowly 
wound the damii^-ootton around the card. 

" Dear friend," Margot said at last, with a deep 
breath, " thoa shalt now listen to a strange question I 
shall ask thee. X^isten quite calmly and think only of 
the love between us. Thou hast said that thy mother 
tmsts in God and in His sending help. Would it be 
to intrude between her and her — her G^, if — if 
thou wert kind enough to take for her — from me — 
some of the great lot of money that my mother has 
left to me? Would it be to intrude ever so little? 
That I would not do. Her dear tmst is to me so deli- 
cate a thing that it is like a fairy spell and I fear to 
break it." 
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Emily's face bad grown very vhite, and her clear, 
startled eyes filled with big tears. " O Margot, Mar- 
got [ You dear, glorious angel, yon! " she cried. "In- 
tmde? My dearest I How little yoa nnderstaadl 
Why, don't you see that to mother yon would be 
just God's means of helping her? Who could make 
yon think of such a thing but God ! To mother you 
would be — why, just what you are — an angel sent. 
Oh,Ma^otr' 

" Then I may ? I thank thee, dear little friend, for 
letting me into the sweet spell of thy trust" 

So after Emily had cried a bit on Margot's shoul- 
der and they had kissed, it was all settled. And as 
Mai^t went down through the dark after the ten 
o'clock bell, she remembered the great voice in " Pai^ 
sifal " oban^g, *' Through sympathy knowing." 
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A HILESTONS 

J.HB way to Chester, where Emily waa being whirled 
in the automobile for an orer-Sunday with Harriet 
Rutledge, lay directly along the river through Somei^ 
set and Stadley, intervals of country road between 
the wide, qniet streets — wide and quiet except in 
Somerset, where mill-chimneys smoked and a mighty 
dam diverted the serene river into many darkly hued 
and agitated canals. 

The ride was a joyous one for Mai^t as well as 
for Emily. The little secret of the gift had deepened 
and strengthened their friendship and flashed upon 
Margot a wholly new happiness. Emily, in its light, 
had grown very dear to her, wiUi a quite novel kind 
of deamess. Meanwhile, she was trying not to look 
too closely into herself. Helm's challenge had shaken 
her. Since their high meeting, she had avoided evea 
the neighborhood of the ohurch and devoted herself 
to her work. And yet everything, every experience 
and association, gave her the same challenge. Most 
of all, Emily summed up for her, in example as well 
as precept, the finely simple philosophy of learning 
through living. It was this fact — that she was living 
at last — which reconciled her to the r&le she was 
plajring in Emily's family affairs — that of an angel 
sent in answer to prayer. It was a role iu which 
Fraulein Hadwig would hardly have recognized her, 
but in which she found herself not ill at ease. 
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With a wholly delightful; shock, when the machine 
halted soddealy at a crowded comer in Somerset, her 
eyes chanced upon a tin sign swinging from a brick 
building next the Ci^ Hall. The sign announced, 
" Haversbam and AJston, Attorneys at Law." It was 
■o unmistakable that it was almost saperflaous to be- 
hold in golden letters, on the window above, a more 
specific announcement, "John Alston, Attorney at 
Law." Emily saw both and exclaimed and caught 
Mai^t's hand in a little ecstasy of romance. In Stud- 
ley, things were almost as interesting. The one wide 
street held the meeting-houBe, and just next it, the low, 
broad, green-shuttered Parsonage under ancient elms 
and among close-clipped hedges. Dignified and con- 
soioas it looked, but not exactly homelike, except for 
the big tiger cat on the front porch, and the lady lean- 
ing on a cane, with a violet nubia over her head, who 
was JQst emerging from the small greenhouse. The 
nubia was as vivid as an aster. No doubt the wearer 
was Consin Jane. 

The homeward way, after Emily had been left at 
Harriet's, was through early twilight, and a chill, slow 
raia. One light twinkled in the Parsonage as they 
whirled past. In Somerset, the offices were dark. It 
was lonely enough with only Ealser. But as they 
slowed up Overbrook Hill, the loneliness ended. A 
man was trudging ahead at a vigorous pace — a man 
in a Tyrolese cape wiUi the hood drawn np. He might 
well have been on the Spliigeu or the Stelvio as he 
swung along. Margot leaned out with a laugh. 

"Get in, Herr Professor, and we will take you 
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home," she called gayly, glad e&oagh of company other 
than herself. 

He stopped, not very much amazed, as the oar halted. 
" Ach, gniidiges Fraulein 1 " Be cried. " I have created 
your proBOQce from my thought. Bat I should not get 
in. I have sworn to myself to wfjk twenty miles to- 
day, and I have done but twelve." 

" You will get in, please," she said. *' Is it that yoa 
hare bored yourself to read the Dote-books, that yoa 
make a so foolish, like a schoolboy row?" 

" No, it is not the note-boohs that hare driven me 
to vow. Bat it is yon for whom I am breaking what 
I have vowed ! Yes, with mach pleasure I will ride 
with yon, most fortunate princess ! " 

So he got in and spread the rugs anew and took 
Kaiser on his lap, and on they went. 

"Ah, blissful!" he murmured. "Is it not indeed a 
very modern fatry tale for a learned and gracious 
princess to take a poor professor into her automobile 
coach, instead of the enamored prince to take the 
beautiful fagot-gatherer into bis coach and four? " 

" It is truly better than a fairy tale to go in a coach 
without horses," she agreed. 

*' In the old fairy tales they never tell what the 
prince has been thinking about when he came upon the 
fagofc^therer, or what the fagot-gatherer has been 
thinking when the prince stops the coach at her side," 
he went on, a little absently because of his delight at 
the clear profile and blur of soft hair against her high 
fur collar. 

" In the old stories they do not analyze, they just 
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are. It is to me mncb better thui always to probe, 
probe 1 " abe exclaimed. " And, begides, it counts little 
wbat they have been thinking before they have met, 
your priDce and your fagot-girL It is wbat they have 
thought afterwstils, nicfat wabr?" 

" So 1 And yet after they meet the thoughts are ever 
the same, when they are apart or when they are near 
— ever loYe, love I " 

*' That does not seem worth to write so mncb about," 
she laughed. "And yet we read and read like hungry 
things, ever the same tale I " 

** Acb, no! It is not ever the same," be said iu a 
lowered tone. "For iastanoe, my story is not like the 
story of any other noan that has ever lived. Some day 
yon will see I " 

" When it is published?" Bhesaid,«itba little laugh. 
" On English or on German will it be, yonr story, Herr 
professor ? " 

He looked at her with eyes that dared through the 
twilight. " On German," he answered. 

" Acb, iu these days we are analyzing too much," 
she cried quickly. "It is ever what we have been 
thinkiug or what we have not been thinking or 
should have been thinking. I like much better the old 
way." 

^ And you so modem I " he said, with a laogh. "To 
be as you say, you should be a fagot-girl or a goose- 
girl, and not a yonng woman who has taken her de- 
gree at one university and then comes to another for 
more learning. But I have been trying to tell yon of 
what I was thinkiog when you overtook me, and you 
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have Dot let me. Now thu time joa slitll hear." And 
he leaned a little forward. 

" But doea it count in your atory, your thought 7 " 
she persisted. 

" Very mnoh it counts in the atory. You will see. 
I was thinking of you — and you oame." 

" Yes, bat you heard our horn at the foot of the bill 
and in your subconsciousness you knew — " 

" Ach, again you will not hear I " he exclaimed al- 
most bitterly. " It is not at all as you would explain 
it. For a long time I had been thinking of yon. It is 
not onuBual. I was thinking what often I am think< 
iog — of the strangeness of onr meeting here — yoo 
in my courses, I a disciple of yonr father — in this far 
land. It is a weird spinning I Often I think of this — 
in the laboratory — yon and I studying oat life there 
noder the same glass — aoh I " 

" It does seem indeed a weird spinning, but it is all 
the chance of things." 

" But perhaps " — he hesitated — " perhaps th« 
chance will make us like old friends to each other. Is 
it too much to hope, Friiulein, when around us are so 
many that are strange?" 

" But twice I have forced yon into being to mo as 
an old friend," she laughed. " When before a man a 
woman has been crying, he mnst be like a very old 
friend that he will not scorn her." 

" Bnt there would never be danger of scorning you. 
It was great pity and anxiety " — i^ain he hesitated, 
glancing at her quickly — "and it is of anxiety that 
I would speak now — if I do not intrude." 
100 
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She was silent, looking out at the misty hills in the 
falling night. " It is of my nerves that you have the 
anxiety ? " she said at last, with a little smile. " That 
day on the porch you have been speaking of my 
nerves." 

But he would not be diverted. " No, it is not yoar 
serves that I fear. It is somethiug quite different from 
that. It is that you lose your free spirit. I have seen 
it, that something has been troubling you. I can guess 
how it goes." 

" How does it go vrith me? " she said. " I do not 
know myself how it goes with me. Much that is sweet 
has oome to me and " — she paused, with a sudden 
memory of Alston's words — "and much that is bitter. 
I do not know how it goes with me I " 

" I know," he answered. " I can read in your face 
— that is not hard to do I And I have been bearing 
at Mrs. Swinton's dinner the other night tliat you 
have been to church. There was mnch talk of you at 
the dinner. Misi Hathaway spoke of you — with 
great lore. I have seen it many times, your story. It 
is the old story with a woman." He langhed bitterly. 
" For a little while she walks on the solid paved road 
of fact, in reason's clear light; — then her heart is 
tonched and she goes wandering — to find the Blue 
Flower. And then — ade ! " He shrugged a little. 

She had tamed towards him indignantly. " I hate 
it, that the^ should dare to talk of me so I " she said 
hotly. " My life is my own. What do I do — why 
is it — that they should be speaking of me ? " 

" I will tell yon," he said, letting himself go with 
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a quid£ breath. " It is because yon are so young and 
8o beautiful and so brilliant and so alone, and because 
your mind is so free ! And with yonr atmosphere of 
art and music, and the colors that yon wear and — 
Htmmell mein Fraulein, you are so gloriously mod- 
em, BO different from the women here ! " He stopped 
suddenly, like a man who has much more to say that 
he does not dare. Then in a lower tone, he added, 
'* Yon stand for aU that is free and beautiful and 
yet inspired — inspired of no God, but of your own 
free Ego. And that — that yon endanger this — is what 
I so fear." 

They had stopped. F^ltz was lighting the lamps. 
The rain pattered on the top of the car. In the val- 
ley just below, the lights of Birerby shone blurred. 

When they had started on again, she said quietly, 
" It is not any more true, what you say. Do not say 
ever again that I stand for this thing or that thing. 
I have quite loat the old road. I do not know where I 
stand." 

" But' that is not possible, mein Fraulein ! You, 
the daughter of Hugo von Merveldt I It is like saying 
that — that a continent has lost its moorings. Surely, 
you will remember your father and regain yourself." 

As he spoke, they curved a comer and wheeled 
down among the roofs and spires. Six o'clock was 
ringing, angelic bells and mill-bells. 

'* It is because I remember my father that I have 
changed," she said, her eyes following the lighted 
buildings. *' My father has taught that men create 
their gods out of what they have inherited, that life 
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does not show them. And I, yoa see, — I have in- 
herited no god, — no belief. It is my inheritance 
that has made me. I have had no chance. I have been 
made. Now " — and she gave a little laugh — " now 
I ¥nU live and I will see ; — and then I — I will make 
myself." 

" Bnt you will find there is nothing to see," he 
sud bitterly. " You will look for something and it 
will be like the rabbits' eggs at Easter-time, — what 
yoa will find. The eggs are not rabbits* eggs, and it 
is the fathers and mothers who have pnt them in the 
grass for you to find. For that you will forswear yoor 
Ubermensch 1 " 

*' It sounds like Friiulein Hadwig, what yon haT« 
been saying," she exclaimed. " It is what always I 
have been hearing. But now I will lire ! " Then sud- 
denly, with her little-girl impulsiveneBS, she held out 
her hand to him. " But I fear to hare in some way hurt 
yon. Is it so? It is your voice that tells me. Forgive?" 

He caught her hand and kissed it hotly. 

" YtB, you have hurt me I " he murmured, *' but 
if—" 

She drew her hand quickly away. " And now you 
will make to me a promise," she said hurriedly. *' Ton 
will stop thinking of me. Your thought — ach, I must 
be — be all free I I will begin all over again, to be 
like a little child in my heart, and then I will choose 
— when I for myself know surely ! You will promise ? " 

" It is much that yon ask — since you confess that 
my thought can hold you," he answered slowly. " It is 
sweet, what yoa confess." 
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" I confess nothing ! But I moat be quite free — 
to live." 

When in a tuoment she dropped him at the cam- 
pna entranoe, and be stood by the car with bared head 
and ootatretohed hand, his eyes held her. "I must 
then promise against myself? " he said. In the faint 
light be himself was an appeal in his tall fairness. 

" It will not be gainst yonTself," she answered, a 
little proudly. ** It is quite of myself — that I shall be 
free I" 

" To try I will promise I " he said, bending low over 
het band. 
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A NEW LANDBCAFE 

X^UBHTQ tlie next ride from Kiverby to Stndley, 
Margot was buay planning what the would say in 
greeting to her relatives, her miad bewildered in im- 
awning who would meet her first. That Dr. Goddard 
had returned from England made the prospect even 
more aiudouB. As she went up the steps of the broad 
piazza, her heart beat a high color into her cheeks, 
and she had her speech ready on her lips. So she was 
quite unprepared for the surprise of having the front 
door opened for her by a little child, before she had 
even rang. 

" I saw you coming," said the small girl. " I've been 
watching since two." And she held np her month 
for a kiss. 

Margot kissed back warmly. "I am very glad that 
tbou didst let me in," she exclaimed, following into a 
book-filled west room. " And who art thou ? Which 
of my cousins, lieboheu ? " 

" I am Dorothea, not Dorothy. There 's a difference, 
yoQ know. How soon will yon tell one ? " 

Margot gave a little laugb. This was Dorothea ! 

"Tell one? One what?" she swd aloud, ont of her 
surprise, smiling down into the child's clear eyes. 

" Why, a story about mermaids and gold and the 
magio fire. Uncle John andj^randfather say you can." 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE PLAIN PATH 

" Oh, I can — dozens of them — and I will. But 
first, wilt thou tell some one that I am come?" 

" I 'U tell grandmother. Mother's at King's Daugh- 
ters," she said, skipping off. When she had gone, 
— dark, thin, big-eyed little creature of five or bo — 
Margot looked around. The child and the friendly 
room had relieved her. Opposite her wae the plant- 
filled hay-window against the sunset. The glow warmed 
the brown walls, and one gleam lighted up the comer 
where hung an etching of the Sohloss at Heidelberg. 
On the end of the grand piano a jar of bitter-sweet 
caught the light. Then her heart beat quickly again. 
The child was bringing some one and saying in a 
loud whisper, " She looks just like mother said, grand- 
mother ! " 

" S-s-h I " was whispered back, and then a thin- 
lipped, slender woman in a crape gown as gray as her 
eyes and hair, limped into the room. 

" Here she is, grandmother I " the child cried joy- 
ously, running to Margot. " Isn't she lovely?" 

As red as a rose, Margot met Mrs. Goddard's ont- 
stretohed hand and the cool little kiss with which she 
said, " You are very welcome, Ma^aret ! " Then Mrs. 
Ot>ddard stood for a moment looking at her and holding 
her hand. " You mnst let me look at you, my dear," 
she went on. '* Yon are jast a little past the age at 
which I lost sight of your mother, you see. I went to 
China as a missionary, and she went to college, all in 
the same year. It seems just yesterday." 

" Of course, you will want to see what I am like," 

Margot laughed. And she slipped ont of her coat 
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and stood in her soft brown velvet gown. At this 
new revelation of loyeliness, Dorothea's anus flew 
around Margot's slender hips. "I love yon I " she 
whispered. 

Mrs. Goddard drew her awa; with a " Don't, my 
ohildl You'll crease the handsome gown." Then to 
Margot, a little mosingly, "It is astonishing, yoar 
likeness to your mother. You are tall and slender, just 
as she was, and yon have her heavy htur — and her 
color — but not her eyes." Dorothea was pulling off 
the long gloves and ezcluming at the rings. 

"I have the eyes of my father, always Fraulein 
Hiidwig has said," Margot answered in a lowered 
tone. 

" Probably I And so you know a friend of ours, 
John Alston 1 How romantic and unusual the meeting 
was!" 

"It was most pleasant, and he has been most 
kind." 

" He always is. But such an old bachelor ! And yet 
he is n't old, by any means — somewhere around thirty. 
But you'll want to go up and take ofE your things 
with some comfort. Dorothea will show yon. I 'm no 
hostess with this lame hip of mine." 

So with Dorothea clinging to her hand, she went 
np the winding old stairway. 

" Mother said I was to meet yon, not grandmother," 
the child was telling. " Mother said it wonld be easier. 
— Was it?" 

" Thou wert the best person in all the world to meet 
me," Margot answered, drawing ber close. 
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Presently, they were joined by Ali Baba, the tiger 
oat, and in this most oongenial of compaoioiiship, she 
entered the stately bedroom, with its heavy old ma- 
hogany. Dorothea had so gently and natnrally initiated 
her into the dreaded new conditions that she had for^ 
gotten her fear. When the child had unwillingly 
heeded her grandmother's call and skipped downstairs 
^ain — BO joyous was she that she skipped and pir- 
oaetted rather than walked — and the door was closed, 
she looked around with no sense of strangeness. 
Probably this very old mahc^any had beeo part of 
her mother's girlhood. Possibly the very mirror on 
the bureau had reflected the face of the yonng mother 
who had been so little more than a name to her. Frsn- 
lein Hadwig had never had anything to tell her of her 
mother. But as Margot looked, half-unseeing, at her 
own reflection in the mirror, she had a virid sense of 
that other face. "My mother I" shemurmured to her- 
self , with asndden realization that she was partly not her 
father's. And then, almost as if in answer to her long- 
ing, her eyes fell upon a faded cabinet photograph in a 
red plush frame. One would have gnessed it to be a 
piotnre of herself, if allowances were made for the old- 
style ridingJiabit and the little beaver hat in which 
it was taken. Fall of spirit, indeed, was the yonng lady, 
with her riding-stick in her little gloved hand and the 
tip of one wrinkled boot showing. It was her mother, 
of course ! With a sudden dimming of the eyes she 
kissed it passionately and pondered it. At once they 
seemed to understand each other, she and her young 
mother. She could see olearly the independence and 
lOS 
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f flarlessness and ardor that had made it possible for ber 
girl-mother to riskand defy all for the chance of what to 
her was truth and love. And as she read her mother's 
spirit, she better understood herself and her new resolve. 
Tmly, as Mr. Helm had said, " What would your 
mother have to say about it?" Perhaps that momrat 
was as near ae she had ever come to a prayer, as she 
studied the faded picture and invoked her mother's love. 

A knock brought the moment to an end, and before 
■he had answered, she found herself in clinging arms, 
gazed upon by lovely sad dark eyes, while Dorothea 
danced around with *' Didn't I say so? Did n't I say 
so, mother?" Presently, she was let go, but held at 
arms' length, to be looked upon at longer range. 

"I should bare known you — anywhere," said the 
very slender, girlish person in widow's mourning. " I 
am Lucy, and Dorothea is mine. Did she meet yon 
nicely and make yon feel at home?" 

" She has met me bo nicely that at once I have been 
at home," Margot said. 

" Oh, I knew your voice woold be smooth and low, 
just tike that ! " Lucy sighed joyously. "I am ao 
thankful you've come. I 've always wanted you, dear- 
est I I named all my dolls for you when I was a obtld. 
I did n't know your name, so I called them all 'little 
cousin.' " 

"Always — always — I seem to have known tbee 
and thy little one," Mai^t said softly. " And yet I 
have been so fearing to come. I have had so the dread 
that thou wilt find me different from American girls. 
Separation — " 

lOB 
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*' All, it is crael — separation I " Luoy broke in bit- 
terly. " Then all is miBunderstood t But you, dearest I 
How could you ever hare anything to fear ? Yoa are 
much — much lovelier than I dreamed you." And again 
she drew Margot to her and kissed her almost sol- 
emnly. " We 're going to love her much, are n't we, 
Dorothea? " she said. 

Dorothea lifted a radiant face and announced, 
"GrandmotheT said to come right to tea, mother." 
And then she added, " And soon we can show her to 
grandfather, can't we ? " 

So down the three went, and there was tea in the 
firelight in the library, and talk of college and of 
Leipzig and of German and American ways. And 
after it had grown quite dark, steps on the piazza 
drew Dorothea to the door to admit her grand- 
father. 

*' Late again, and missionary meeting to-night, be- 
sides ! " Mrs. Goddard exclaimed. 

As she spoke, into Margot's mind there flashed for 
the first time since her arrival, Franlein Hadwig's 
oold, amused glance, and her heart sickened. But the 
child waa again running to her, this time leading a 
round-shouldered, white-hured man with very gentle, 
long-lashed dark eyes. 

** Here she is, grandfather, and she '11 tell one to- 
night," she cried, putting Margot's hand into his. 

It was a strange look the old minister gave her, 
holding her hand in his firm clasp and smiling down 
into her eyes, and as strange a greeting. " Do yon 
know," he stud, " that you are more nearly related to 
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me through ;our father than thrOQgh your mother? I 
know hia book well. Ours ia a spiritual relationship." 

" Ob I Oh, you are to me very good ! " Margot cried 
softly, her cheeks glowing. 

And then after a while they went out to dinner, 
Margot escorted by Dr. Goddard, bat with Dorothea 
holding the other hand. As they drew uonnd the table, 
Lucy said, "This is our grandmother's old dining- 
table, Margot, and I Ve pat you where mother says 
yonr mother used to sit. That 's why yon are n't on 
father's right." 

It was in the warm fullness of this thought that 
Margot heard Dr. Goddard beginning, " Our Heavenly 
Father, for light and nourishment and loving-kind- 
ness and for the reunion of those long parted, we give 
Thee thanks." 

" Amen I " piped Dorothea. — " Did you buy yonr 
rings, or did your mother and father give them to you, 
Consin Ma^ot?" 

And then in a burst of laughter, the rings were 
handed to the child to enjoy, and made a shining 
little pile by her plate. 

*' I 're been telling Margaret of John Alston's tell- 
ing OS of her," Mrs. Goddard began. " It was most 
remarkable, her coming upon him in that way ! " 

"Was it?" Lucy laughed. "It would have been 
remarkable anywhere but in the woods. It's never 
strange to meet John in a pasture or a ploughed field 
or a brier-patch." 

" That 'a trae," Dr. Goddard assented. " But then 

it's always strange to meet as nice a fellow as 
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John, You '11 diink so, too, this time to-morrow, 
MargotI " 

** Already hare I thonght bo," Margot oonfesBod 
quite simply. " I knew at once that it was ao, because 
be was bo — so impersonal — is that how you aay it ? 
I was not afraid to laugh with him. He is much differ- 
ent from the German men." 

" He ia not like most American men," Dr. Qoddard 
added. " There are few like him. He lives in the most 
typically American oommnnity, and there is Do more 
popular man in it, among all the endless classes and 
nationalities. It 's because of his clean, whole-souled 
democracy." 

" And because of the gentleness of his strength," 
Lucy exoliumed, " and of his pure heart. His pure- 
heartedness was revealed to me in a strange way. I 
was getting my boots blacked at a litde stand, one 
day after a shower, and John went by. ' There goes 
the whitest man in Somerset ! ' the bootblack said ood- 
fidently." Lucy's eyes were alight. 

Mai^t gave her a long look. ** A friend like that 
^Tes one much rest," she said quietly. 

"To-morrow he won't give you much rest," Dr. 
Goddard laughed. " You 're to walk to the Emerald 
Spring." 

"Oh, I shall mncb love to go I I tiave gone to 
foot over all the Swiss and Tyrolese passes. It is 
heavenly!" 

" Did you see where Heidi lives, on the side of the 
mountain ? " Dorothea asked softly, oat of her deep 
little well of childish thought. 
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" Ob, yes I Jnst where she has lived h&re I been, 
liflbchen I " 

WheD dinner was oyer, and Dr. Ooddard had gone 
to bis meeting, Mai^ot and Dorodiea stole off to a 
vindow-seat and sat, heads together, while Mai^ot 
told of the green waters of the Rhine and of the gold- 
tressed maidens who guarded the treasure. 

" And this is the wa; thou wilt know Father Rhine 
always in the play," Margot was saying, going to the 
piano, quite lost in her story, " This is the voice of 
Father Rhine — hear?" And she played the haunt- 
ing motif. " And this will tell thee that the dwarf is 
coming — and this the maidens." By this time, she 
was on the music-bench, both hands on the keys, the 
child close and absorbed. " And so the dwarf has dona 
many funny tricks in the water, bo as to make the maid- 
ens in a good hnmor," she went on, playing softly as 
she talked, "and then he has chased them splashing, 
splashing up and down the river, so," — and the piano 
splashed and sprayed, — ** and then they grew to be 
weary of the play and laughed at him and jeered, and so 
the dwarf — bear him, liebchen — was angry, and he 
plunged in and stole the great pile of diamonds and 
gold and silrer, and ran away. And then such weejv 
ing of the maidens!" And the musio sobbed and 
wailed and then abruptly stopped. " Acb, I was quite 
losing myself," she exclaimed. " Yon will excuse mel " 

" Go on losing yourself ! " Luoy pleaded. 

" You play just as your mother did, Maigot," Mrs, 
Guddard sighed. "The resemblance is astonishing. 
It is quite as if she were here I " 
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"It's bedtime for you," Lucy whiBp«red to Doro- 
thea. 

"Mayn't I Usteo, mother?" she whispered back. 
And then, gathered in her mother's arms, her eyes big 
in the firelight, she listened. 

When Margot began that Opus 8 Sonata of Grieg's, 
some flood-gate opened wide in her spirit " I will 
play as if my mother were here I " she whispered 
passionately to herself. It waa a joy to cry oat in the 
mosio, to speak quite plainly all the wild new stirrings 
of her nature. 

When she finished, the child's face was hidden in 
her mother's neck, and she was sobbing softly. 

" But Uebling, what hast tjioa? What have I done 
to thee? " Margot cried, kneeling at Lucy's side. 

" I don't know 1 " she sobbed. " It makes me think 
of the woods at night, and if I should be there without 
mother." 

*' It 's bedtime, that 's what it makes yon think of, 
precious," Luoy said. 

"You'll come, too?" the sleepy one pleaded of 
Margot. 

And so she went with them up to the softly lighted 
room and sat in a small rocker during the nndressing. 
The little mother, in her plain widow's gown, seemed 
hardly more growo-np than the small person she waa 
nndressing. And her eyes, as she looked ap from 
the child to Margot, had in them something not un- 
like the expression of the Mater Dolorosa that hung 
over her bed. How human the old Masters were, after 
aUt 
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From an ecstatic hug of the new consin, Dorothea 
slid to her knees by the bed and snuggled her nose 
into her bands. For a moment she was silent. Then, 
looking up, she whispered, " I '11 put ber in before 
grandmother." 

" Where you please, darling," Lucy said, and then 
reached for Mart's band in the sttUnesa of the prayer. 
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CHAPTER XI 

A FIBM BOADBED 

X HAT TbankagiviDg morning, it was not until John 
Alston had put up the bars into the high wood-lot, 
and the ohurcb-bell began to ring, that Margot real- 
ized how kindl; the whole situation had been arranged 
for her. She sat on the wall and looked down at the 
gray rirer and the hamlet clustered around the meet- 
ing-house. The hoar-frost lay white on the grass. Just 
below them, the Parsonage chimneys sent up the in- 
tense of sweet wood-fires, and Dorothea's red jacket 
went up and down among the hedges. 

<* Why are the bells ringing?" she asked, as Alston 
came and leaned on the wall at her side. " It is only 
Thursday." 

" But it is Thanksgiving, you see, and our old fam- 
ilies and our old churoh-bells still giro thanks for the 
apples that no longer grow in our old orchards, and 
for the com that we get from the West, and the flocks 
we take out of cold storage." 

*' And so they hare asked you to take me away at 
the churoh-going time, to make it not bo hard for me ? 
Is it not BO 7 " 

"No, not quite so, Miss von Merveldt The day 
after I called on you at college, I ran up here to tell 
them about you, and I then and there put in an appli- 
cation for a walk with you some time to^lay. And 
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then Imcj said that the morning wonld give ua more 
time, sinoe dinner ia late. Lucy has a sixth sense." 

" Lacy has made all for me so beautiful I The child 
it was vho has opened the door for me — that has 
changed all ! " 

"Then yon have not felt the strangeness yon 
feared?" 

"There is no strangenesB whatever except in Mrs. 
Goddard, my cousin. It is the past that is lingering 
there, like Uie mists stay after the sun is out a little 
vhile. But with Luoy and Dr. Goddard — and the 
little Dorothea I It b as if always we have known 
each other. Before, I have never known many little 
children. They lead one through the hard places, do 
they not? They touch things that are sore and they 
no longer make pain ! " 

He was listening with delight to her low voice and 
the carefnl slowness of her speech. When sho lifted 
her clear eyes to him, he felt the color flood his face. 
The eyes and the question touched a new note in his 
natnre. ** Yes," he said, " children are very sure-footed, 
and Dorothea has her mother's sympathy and tact, 
little as she is." 

" You see," she went on thoughtfully, '* a home as you 
have it here is quite new to me. Just two women and 
many servants do not make a home. It is, to me, very 
fine art, a home 1 It is not possible to imitate, is it ? " 

" No, it cannot be imitated. I 've never thought of 
it jost as you put it. It has always seemed to me the 
only and the best place in the world — home, and the 
woods and fields." 
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" Ah, the woods and fields I harfl known, bat aU 
ways " — she hesitated — " always in formally, as yon 
would say. To go to the Ddomites or to Switserland, 
always there was much prepariog, and the great hotels, 
and then always we were arriTiog or leaving. I have 
oot yet ever made them my everyday friends as yoa 
do." 

" Yon shall," he sud, with a great fervor. *' I '11 see 
that yoa get to onderstaod each other just as qniokly 
as you and Dorothea have done. It 's the same kind 
of friendship, after all I " 

" Yon will be very good to me I " she exclaimed ; 
and then went on with her little analysis. " And when 
yon have no home to leave when you go to the woods 
and Aelds, and no home to come back to, it is quite dif- 
ferent, the feeling, is it not ? After dear good-byes, the 
woods will say maoh more because the heart is asking." 

Alston was not sentimental. It was the last foolish- 
ness one could accuse him of. And yet this German 
sentiment, in the halting English with the little accent, 
seemed to him wonderfully lovely. 

" I am going to make these New England woods say 
things to you that you've never heard before," be 
laughed. " They shall be the nearest and dearest of 
friends to you. Do you know the partridge-berries and 
the trailing fern and the checkerberries ? And do yon 
know rabbit-tracks and squirrel-tracks and fox-traits 
and crow-prints and deei^prints ? " 

They were tramping evenly and swiftly, the wind 
stinging their faces, Sandy trotting on ahead, darting 
DOW and then at a rabbit-scent. 
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" Aoh, no I All that you say U new to me. I will 
gladly learn it." 

" Well, to-day you shall begin with partridge-beniea 
and checkerberries and trailing fem and bitter-sweet. 
And when the snow comes, you shall hare a more ad- 
Tanoed lesson, in snow-writings. Seeing a squirrel's 
eyes in a hollow tree is better than much wisdom and 
much gold." 

" Once in the Tyrol, Fraulein Hadwig and I have 
ridden after the stag with some officers, but I have 
gone back and left them. I would not see them kill 
the stag. And Fraulein Hadwig has said that I was 
— was — how do yon say it? No sport? The death 
has spoiled all the joy to me. And do yon hunt and 
fish?" 

" Indeed I do. There 's not much hunting around 
here — jtist rabbits and quail. Bnt the tront-brooks 
are fine in these hills. In the spring we '11 go fishing, 
if you will." 

" That will 1 1 It is nice that you shonld be so good 
to the guests of my cousins." 

What she had just said would hare seemed co- 
quetry to another man, perhaps even to him had it 
been said by another woman. As it was, he stopped 
in his rapid walking and put his hand lightly on her 
arm, for the fraction of a minute. She stopped, too, 
a little breathless. 

'^ Tou have put it well," be said, smiling and fao- 
ing her. " But I want you to know, Miss von Merveldt, 
that all you will permit me to do will be just because 
of you. You see, we bit it off pretty well that first mom* 
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ing. It looked then as if we were meant to be friends. 
Even our dogs were friendly." 

The; both laughed. 

" Oh, yes, at the very beginning we were frienda," 
ehe assented, without the rising color his worda and 
manner might have brought. And then her face sad* 
denly grew grave and she said, " Already you have 
helped ine much." 

"I? Helped yon?" he cried, as they turned into 
the woods over a smooth and fragrant carpet of pine- 
needlea. " It 'b all the other way, qoite. Just looking 
at yon has helped me — and remembering after I 
have looked at yon." 

This time she colored faintly and ceased her frank 
looking at him. "You have helped me much because 
you have been taking me quite as I am. Tou seem 
not to be surprised at me. And then because — be- 
cause " — she stopped and he waited, watching the lit- 
tle frown that came when she could not find her words 
— " because you give me a little of the feeling that I 
have been baring when we have been sitting around 
the fire last night, and when Lucy has been putting the 
child in ber little bed. I do not know how you say 
the feeling. On German it is the ' Heimatsgefiibl,' — 
the * home-feeling,' you would call it?" 

" I know what you mean," he said, very gently, 
" and I like your German word for it I And now may 
I tell how you make me feel? Then we'll know ex- 
actly what made us hit it off so quickly and so sqnarely 
that jolly morning." 

" Truly I " she said. 
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" Yoa mast promise not to smile. I am no poet, and 
if I tell you how you make me feel I shall have to try 
to be one." 

*' I shall not want to amile." 

" I feel as I do on August nights, when I lie oat 
under the stars on a hilltop and shooting stars sweep 
suddenly across the shy," he said quietly. *' I follow 
them with my eyes long after they have vanished and 
I wonder about them and watch for the next and wish 
that they would not go so fast through the dark, and 
then when they have gone, the night seems darker for 
all there are so many stars." 

" I think that I should go more slowly that yon 
might look, if I were the shooting star," she said. 

In the little drop in talk, they went deeper into the 
woods, tramping down needles and brown fern, under 
leafless white birches and dark pines. In the intervals 
of looking at her, Alston watched the ground, prod- 
ding the needle-carpet here and there with his stoat 
Btiek. Now and then a crow flew low in the tree-tops, 
cawing londly, and once a squirrel, leaping from bough 
to bough, drove Sandy into a wild barking dance. 

" And then," she exclaimed presently, "yoa have no 
problems with me as the others have." 

" What others, and what problems ? " he laughed. 
*' I am not clever enough to know how to have prob- 
lems with any one — except my clients." 

"Why, Professor Landschad and Miss Hathaway 
and even Emily — Emily who is so dear and so serene! 
Even to her I am not to be taken just as I am — some- 
thing is expected of me. I am one who has no belief, 
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who is a denial even of myself. It is all true, perhaps, 
what they see, but it makes me very weary, the agis 
tatioD, and sometimes when I begin to see dearly the 
other road, then I am bewildered and lose all m; 
way." 

" Even Professor Landsohad ? Has he a problem, 
too ? Does he weary you ? " 

" Ach, it is worse with him, yon see, because he 
oomes from my fatherland and fae is of my father's 
following, and he would hold me back from living 
in real things and finding out the toith from experi- 
ence that is all my own. He has — Ah, see ! See ! 
What is the small jewel at my feet?" And she was 
on her knees, turning back the needles and the soft 
mould. 

" It is youp first partridge-berry," he cried gayly, 
kneeling too, while Sandy camo to nose their find. 
" Follow the spray to the root My I What a beanty ! " 
As he spoke, she held upalong glistening green trailer 
shining with red berries. 

"It is most lovely! Surely they are growing in 
Germany, and in Switzerland I But it is my first time 
to see them." 

" Probably. But your eyes have been on stags and 
officers and high mountain peaks, not on the little 
things of the wild." 

" It is true," she assented. " I learn now for the 
first time to see." And she revealed more and more 
delicate green and red broidery under the brown. 
" But it is the little things that speak most dearly, 
nicht wahr ? " she added. 
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" Everything that grows fttid is says much to me, 
beeanse I have got to be suoh friends with them." 

" You speak like Goethe, and yet you say that you 
are no poet. To him the universe, all from star to 
pebble, all has been just God. And with yon, is it 
so?" 

" Even if no knowledge of God had ever been given 
me, I think I should get it from the woods, and so be- 
lieve," he answered. " Is that a problem ? Your little 
frown makes me afraid." 

"There are to be no problems between ns," sbe re> 
peated, smiling up at him. "What you say is poetry, 
not problems." 

" To me it is life, not poetry," he said, holding out 
his hand to help her up. " And now, let us find the 
spring." 

When she had gathered her berries into a trailing 
bouquet she ran on ahead of him down the pathiWith 
Sandy barking at ber heels. A quite wholly new and 
delightful exaltation lent such speed to her feet. Sud- 
denly it was as if she were a joyona new-bom thing, 
wild with the newly-tasted sweetness of life. Her 
mind felt the high, clear air of his spirit. " He is a 
man, not an t)bermensch, and to him, I am a woman," 
her heart was saying, and adding, like the refr^n of 
a song, " What a glorious thing it is, a woman I Just 
a woman I " 

When he caught up to her, she still led the way 
down the narrow path, through the rustling billows 
of brown and gold chestnut leaves. She had filled her 
bat with her berries. He followed in silence, liking 
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the brown of ber dreis and the gold of her hair id the 
leafless wood spaces. 

Presently she stopped and waited for him. " I have 
been thinking," she said with a deep breath, " that we 
already know each other well, for we hare dared be 
silent together." 

" I was thinking so deeply of yoa that I heard no 
silence," he answered. 

" Ah, again have you said a beautiful thing. You 
heard no silence I But you heard your thoughts, did 
you not ? " 

He looked down at the leaves in the path. " I should 
Dot have said ' thinking of you ' — I should have sud 
*wonderiog about yoa' — wonderiog that you ever 
chanced here — that you were in the field that day I 
went for witob-hazeL" 

She did Dot answer for a long minute. She was 
bearing in bis words a faint eoho of what lAndschad 
had so recently said- The remembrance brought a 
little shadow into her joyous mood. " At the spring I 
will tell you the things that make me wonder about 
myself and about — about life." 

As she spoke, they oame into a small, grassy open, 
up from which the mountains climbed. Through it ran 
a little brook over snow-white pebbles, caught in one 
place into a deep pool. 

" It is not an Emerald Spring to-day," he expluned, 
producing a smaU drinking-^lass and dipping down. 
" It is rather the gray of a moonstoue with all those 
snow-clouds looking into it." And he held the drip- 
piitg glass to her. 
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" It is to yon and your great, great happiness that 
I drink," she said, over the brimming glass. Then 
reaching down, she filled the cup for him. 

" And I drink to yonr great, great happiness," he 
mponded, drtuning the glass. " And now shall we 
make a fire on the stones here ? It is only half-past 
eleven and dinner ia n't until two. I delight in a fire 
in the woods. It is like an old friend's greeting when 
it crackles up." 

" Ob, it will be wonderful I Always it has been the 
gmdes that made the fires for as. I will gather the 
fagots." So she ran for an armful of sticks and cones. 
Soon a most friendly blaze warmed the stones. Mai^ 
got threw herself down as close as she might to the 
flames. Alston was tending it with a woodman's touch. 
At last he stretched himself on the grass opposite her 
and smiled through the glimmer of faint blue smoke. 

** This is pore joy," he sighed. 

" Not until yon have that thing for which you long 
so deeply. I know what it is, because I remember." 

*' You know it ? No, I do not think you know it. I 
have n't even allowed myself to know it. How could 
yon, then ? " 

" Beoanse I have been remembering it. I had been 
smelling it that day before you came around the path. 
Then I have seen yon put it into your pocket when 
yon have been conung towards me. Did it bom a 
hole?" 

" Ah, my pipe 1 " he cried, with a laugh that rang 
pleasantly in tiie woods. " By Jove, I had forgotten 
iti No, it did not bum a hole." 
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" Then, yoa will smoke now. I like it muoli and 
if I were not here you would be puffing and puf- 
fing." 

"For eompaay, yes. But now my pipe makes a 
third." But he took it out of hia pocket, a little clay 
pipe, and she watched him fill it and put the match. 
The waveriag Same flared the quiet strength of his 
face and hia firm brown hand. 

"You have known Lucy a long time?" she ques- 
tioned suddenly. 

" Indeed, yes I We were in the same grade in High 
School. Dr. Goddard was mother's minister in Som< 
erset until five or six years i^. Then the work got so 
bard, with all the mill people coming in, more and 
more every year, as the mills increased, and so be 
resigned and was called here. But since mother's 
death the friendship is just the same." 

" And yon? " she hesitated. " He is not your min- 
ister, you say?" 

" Xo, be 's just my friend. I have n't any minister. 
I go to church in the fields and woods. But mother's 
oreed was Dr. Goddard. He stood for everything to 
her. My creed could not be a man, a personality. I 
must hold to something bigger than a man. I suppose 
Z am something of a heretic to the good people around 
here. My creed has to be something beyond jost men 
— over and above the human. It must not depend for 
its truth upon a fine sermon or good music. Until it 
is revealed to me, I shall have to find God in the 
fields." He spoke more and more thoughtfully, look- 
ing into the flames. 
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Slie sat up and olasp«d her knees. 

" But how shaU you find it ? How will your reveU- 
tioD come ? " 

He laughed softly, still looking at the fire. " Don't 
think me foolish or sentimeotal. Old bachelors have 
their fancies. Bat I've always imagined that the 
woman I love will be my complete Tevelation, and that 
when she gives herself to me, I shall know. Do yon 
think so ? " 

" I can tell yoa, if the woman is the one I have 
thought that you love," she said. " Do you want me 
to say what is so sacred ? " 

He eat ap. " That you have thought that I love I " 
he cried. " Do please say I I cannot imagine I *' 

" I have thought that it is my Consin Lucy. Is it a 
good guess ? " 

"Ko," he answered, with a gravenesa that made 
her fear she had touched some tragic chord ; " yoa 
bare guessed far &om right. We have neither of us 
ever thought of such a thing. You know her story ? " 

She laid a pine oone on the blaze. " No, all what I 
know is the great sadness in her eyes and a something 
that makes you sure that she understands, without 
words, all pain," 

"She does understand without words — that is 
what suffering and experience do for us — give us this 
subtle understanding. Her story is not unusual. She 
married Gordon Bent, a neighbor's son, — ran away 
with him to Paris. He was an artist and he opened a 
studio in the Latin Quarter. They lived there two 
years. Then she oame home with her baby, the ghost 
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of harsfllf, with thia new look ia h«r eyes. For two 
years do one saw her, except in the garden vith the 
child. Then there were great head-lines in all the 
papers — Bent had shot himself in a Paris CB.t6. That 
was two years ^o. That 's poor Lncy's story." 

" Ach, what bitterness I How can she live ? " 

He did not answer the question she meant to ask. 
" She lives as yon see. She has Dorothea, and the 
house to care for, and some ohnrch duties, and many 
poor. It 's work and the little one that save her. 
Mother used to say it was prayer and the poor." 

"Prayer and the poor that save her! " Even from 
him, here in the ample forest through the glimmer of 
the clean flames, under the bare sli^, there came the 
same interpretation of life that had come to Parsifal, 
that had come to her the night she and Emily had 
drawn so dose in confidence — ** through sympathy 
knowing." 

'* Mr. Alston," she said at last, almost tremulously. 
" I, too, have my little story. May I tell you 7 It is 
all within myself " — she hesitated — " there is no one 
who has hurt me — " 

" Thank God 1 " he broke in. 

" It will be only a few words, and then yon will tell 
me what I should do " — again she hesitated — " that 
my peace will come back to me." 

" I wish yon would. Then we shall be better play- 
fellows, and I shall not always be wondering and 
guessing about you ! " He put down his pipe and, 
drawing nearer to her across the warm stones, threw 
on a handful of chips. 
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" About my mother and my father you have beeo 
hearing? It is an old story to you, perhaps?" 

" It is too beautiful a love-story ever to seem an old 
story," he said, watching ber downcast face. " Love 
like that has the freshly kindled fire in it forever. 
I 've always thrilled to it" 

*' Then you will not think it ia so bad, what I have 
to tell, if you so well understand the love of my father 
for my mother. And so, yon see, when my mother was 
dead, my father has made it so that I should have no 
belief, and Friinlein Hadwig has guarded me always 
from knowing, and made of life juat a beautiful joke, 
and has given me art — ait — art — and music — ever 
art and music — and kept me from all sight of misery 
and suffering, and made me believe that in myself was 
that which was high and scornful over all these things 
— and has made me to " — she stopped with a little 
laugh — *' to adore myself. You will laugh, of course." 
And she dropped her eyes before his earnest listen- 
ing, and grew grave again. " And then this fall, — it 
was the time my father sud, in bis will, that I should 
come to my mother's country and to her college, to get 
better her speech, and to see my relatives, — if tbey 
would see me, I was not sure. And all has gone quite 
welL I was getting to be in the life, and I was gay, 
and then, quite suddenly, it has been all changed. The 
little lad that brought my washing has been killed by 
a machine, and I have carried him and afterwards I 
have seen him when he was dead. Ach, it was terrible ! 
I have never felt the same. I have lost my road. Al- 
ways it baa been so clear. And I have glimpses now 
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of the other road, that Fraulein Hadwig has always so 
laughed to talk about ; aud I have been seeing throngli 
little openings, as if it were high above me in the hills 

— and since then I cannot find the old road. Do joa 
see?" 

" Poor child 1 Of course I see I " he said. 

" And since then somehow X bare been seeing into 
the lives of others. It baa not been so before. Before 
it has been my own life that was all — juet to make it 
brilliant and strong. And once I have been to church, 
and it has not been so bad — not so stupid to me as 
before, and there was prayer all around me and I hare 
felt it and not scorned. And then I have seen suffer- 
ing and that temperament that yon call ' trust,' and 
such dear lore that makes those who lore care not at 
all about being poor. And then all that I have believed 

— all that seemed strong and sure — all has been 
dashed down when a man has been saying to me, in 
words strong like great hammer-strokes, that I have 
let myself to be shaped into what I am, that I have not 
lived, that I hare just taken for truth that which Frau- 
lein Hadwig had said that my father would hare me 
take — and it was true!" she cried, turning to him 
with hot cheeks and eyes that were as frank as those 
of a child. *' It was all tme. And he said, ' Do not be 
weak and let them mould and shape you. Go oat and 
fight to gun the truth. Tou have the right to know and 
it has been kept from you.' And what he has said is 
true, — it is true I I hare been made all wrong. What 
shall I do?" and she bowed her head on her knees. 

He reached across the low embers for a quick 
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minute and stroked her hair. "Do? Why, nothing 
more than the tiees do," he stud gently. " Not a thing 
more I Just heep pointing to the stars and let the part- 
ridge-berries and the ferns grov close, and give wel- 
come to all the shj wild things and sway to the winds 
of heaven — don't resist them." He stopped. "But 
that 'a not helpful, what I 'm saying. It *b too fancifnL 
I 'm no poet, as I told yon, and when I try to be, it 
does n't sound true. This is what X mean, I think. 
Just go on as you. are and things vUl come out all 
right. Don't be afraid. Take life simply. And of 
course love a great deal, and let people know and love 
you. That 's about the only way to interpret life, after 
all — with love." 

"With love? " she repeated, lifting ber face. 

"Yes, with just plain love. That's what makes 
home and all the other great poems and all the musio, 
and of course, love 's all that religion means, the ful- 
filling of the law. Why, it 's as clear as these flames 
when a cone fiares up," he added, throwing on the last 
one. "Just go out among the people and be one of 
them and make their lives yours, and let them lave 
yon 1 It 's wonderful how much delight comes out of 
frank and simple intercourse with simple people." As 
he spoke, he sprang up and held out his band to help 
ber to her feet. '* Yoo see," he added, as he scattered 
the embers and trod upon them, " when you 're on 
the bill, you can't see the hill-road, but when you 're 
in the valley, yon oan see the road plainly as it climbs 
np and up. You '11 see the way when you get down 



among people and live." 
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" Perhaps I" she taid, with a faint smild. "I will 
try to see it." 

Then when they had called Sandy from a wood- 
ohuch hole, they tamed down the homeward path. 
Cold flakes were be^oniag to tall. They did not talk 
much, except to exclaim delightedly over a find of 
eheckerbeiries and the loog sprays of ruoning fern 
find hitter-sweet that made them pause in their brisk 
walk. 

** Ach, Himmel ! but it has been lovely," Mai^ot ex- 
claimed, stopping to look back into the woods through 
ihe gathering snow. *' I do not want to go." 

" Nor I," he said. *' These are the very best woods 
I know. Bat we '11 come agtun, if you wilL" 

" That will I [ In the old stories, always the woods 
were full of goblins and monsters, and travelera feared 
much ; but in my story, it is there that I am not afrud." 

" * Fear not ' is to be your watchword. Shall we say 
Uiat it is the watchword of our frieadship?" and he 
looked a little more earnestly than was his fashion 
into the eyes she so frankly tamed to him. 

** For me, yes, it is a good watchword, but for yon 
it has no meaning." 

"Yes, for me, too, — 'Fear not I'*' he said as he 
opened the bars. 

And then a bit of scarlet flashed out on the hilkide 
below, and a faint hallo rang to them, announcing 
Dorothea. Thereupon Sandy ran down and there was 
much barking and hugging, and then the two little 
playfellows came panting up to meet the two coming 
down. 
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To Mai^ot, while the others laughed and she her- 
self held Dorothea's little mittened hand, life was say- 
iog brief, strange things. A nev world was growing 
oat of her chaos. Alston had shaped something solid, 
out of her fears and donbte, for her to live by. His 
simple philosoi^y had ridden triumphantly over all 
the barricades of her learning. And, as he threw sticks 
for Sandy to pick up, and swung Dorothea's other 
mittened hand, he seemed something of a magician 
who bad revealed to her a fairer image in her own 
spirit, of the ezistenco of which she had not breamed. 
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CHAPTER Xn 

& FAB LOOK BACKWABD 

W HEN Mai^t went to dress for dinner, Alston Bod 
the cbild sat by the library fire, she on his knee, her 
thin little legs dangling, except vhen, in an ezeesa of 
feeling, they fiew ap. 

"She Btai it wasn't the best story, Uncle John. 
The beat story, she thinks, is about the lady in the 
magic fire, with the knight riding through," Dorothea 
was explaining. 

"That does sound like the very best, if he gets 
the lady out without her being burned," Alston ad- 
mitted. 

" I wonder if he does I If be does n't, I don't want 
to hear it, would you ? " 

" Oh, but I should get her out some way. It might 
rain. That would help." 

Dorothea was silent, looking at him with very lai^, 
oontemplative eyes. His sudden adoption of a part ia 
the story puzzled her. 

" Rain would n't stop magic fiiie," she said at last 
conclusively. 

" How do you know 7 " he asked absently, drawing 
his eyes away from the fire. 

" How do you know ? ' ' she repeated, her small hand 
against his cheek to turn bis face towards her. 

" Oh, I don't and you don't and nobody does," be 
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langhed, crumpliDg her cheek and kissing her. " fiat 
we 'd get ber out somehow, you and I together." 

" Together we might," she assented slowly, " or per- 
haps you by yourself, but of course I could n't alone." 

" I 'd trust yon to do it much better than I," he said, 
his eyes again thoughtful. *' I 'd have no chance at all. 
Now if there were a real fire — in the Studley Inn, 
say — and she were n't a princess, why, I could easily 
rush in and carry her out in my arms." 

**Ugh! But that wouldn't be a fairy story," she 
protested. " It 's got to be magic fire and she 's got to 
be a princess. I hate real stories." 

" Sometimes, though, the real stories are the ftury 
stories." 

" Oh, you mix me up, Uncle John I I 'm going to 
find mother." 

When she had skipped away, he got up and went 
to the window. The snow was falling heavily ; already 
the fiat top of the box-hedge was white. Ali Baba's 
paw-prints were quite distinct on the snowy porch-floor. 
Presently, his little markings would be erased by Dr. 
Goddard's footprints, when he came in from his call 
on old Mrs. Twitchell, whose husband had died last 
ThanksgiTiDg. 

Alston, however, was not aware of the landscape. 
Too profoundly within was he looking. And the psy- 
choseape on which he was gazing was by no means as 
tranquil as the world outside the window. He was 
looking at his own life, his straggle for an education 
after his father's death ; then his struggle to get to 
the Bar, to take care of his mother, to pay off some 
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old debts of his father's ; then his constant pegging 
away at his profession and hia constant oare of his 
mother, grown an invalid, all without any rest or di- 
Tenion except a few down-east fishing-trips and the 
endless joy of his tramps over the country ; then the 
beginning of a little ease in his profession two years 
before, when the partnership was formed; then his 
mother's death. This was he up to date. Suddenly, the 
commonplace little story had grown vilely disturb- 
ing. It had n't one heroic, one thrilling, or even inter- 
esting episode in it, he was saying to himself. Of 
coarse, she oould n't at all grasp such insignificance 
of experience and accomplishment. And besides, of 
course, the Ooddards had panted him in strong colors 
and high lights. It was their way, just as it was Mrs. 
Goddard's way to admit of no smallest virtue in any 
one who seemed to her possessed of the smallest vice. 
And all this commonplaoeness measured against Miss 
Ton Merveldt's unusualness, her distinction, her air 
of being the latest and most finished product of mod- 
em ideals of livingl She reminded him of the blossom 
he had once seen on a oentnry-plant at a horticultural 
fair. It had taken a oentniy, under most finished con- 
ditions, to produce such as that. And yet this dis. 
tinction was not what made her dangerous. A man 
could keep cool and yet admire all those interesting 
attractions ; he might perhaps get a little heady over 
them, so vividly did they stimulate his fancy and pique 
his cariosity. But she was most dangerous when a 
man forgot that she was interesting because she was 
BO appealing, when she seemed a little girl, and s 
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timiil, unawakened spirit leaned out from the midst oE 
all the dash and independence and easy acquaintance 
vith the world. 

And now, on the walk, thejr had found themselves 
in quite a definite relation to each other. Without a 
past, as he was, he yet knew that the estahlishment 
of a relation, even as ethereal as the cohweb hetween 
blossom and leaf, meant a consequence of some hind. 
She had told him her story and bad asked him for 
help ; he had given as he could, and she had promised 
to remember and follow the advice. That was the bare 
outline of the situation. It sounded something like a 
Sunday-school aftair. And yet he recognized it as the 
largest experience of his life. As for the "godlessness " 
over which Mrs. Goddard had so long hesitated before 
inviting her, all that counted for nothing to him, ex- 
cept for the sure and joyous chance it gave of seeing 
her spirit awaken. However it might be, the wonder- 
ful thing was that be was seeing the minuile. No 
barm oould come to her because he was seeing it. A 
hard-working, commonplace lawyer in a dull little 
American city oould he, in her experience, but as a 
pebble in the path of her great touring-oar; there 
would not he even an imperceptible jolt, and on she 
would go. 

A mueieal chord scattered his perplexities. Had he 
been a mnsioian, he would have known that it was the 
dominant chord of C minor. As it was, being but a 
man, he was aware only that the woman he had been 
thinking of was standing at the piano, one hand still 
holding her harmony. 
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" Have you known," she taid, " that into profound 
thought it a better to break with music than with 
words? Music speaks, too, of course, but it gives 
time gently to pat away dreams and go into the new 
mood." 

" I had no dreams to put away," he laughed. " I 
have not the dreaming habit. I always see the real- 
ities. I 've had to, in my oommoaplace life." 

"Always I have been seeing the dreams! Shall I 
show you one ? For a theme, I will take a reality, and 
I will play you into a dream. Now you will see." And 
she sat down at the piano and looked thoughtfully at 
the keys. 

Unskilled in music as he was, he eould yet follow, 
after a fashion, the theme she was laying in — the 
insistence of arapidauocessionof minor chords, in and 
out of which ran a broken melody, ever oninterrupted 
and unfinished. 

Suddenly she looked up. " That is the reality," she 
said. '* Now you will have the dream." 

But instead there came a great stamping on the 
porch, and Dorothea's voice crying, "I'm coming, 
grandfather! I'm coming." 

"Don't you see?" Alston said. "No dreams for 
me!" 

" I will show yon another time," she answered, 
quite simply. " My memory will not let the theme go. 
It was to-day, our talk, and the gray sky, and" — • 
But she got up to greet the snowy arrival. He was 
rosy-cheeked and hearty with the cold, and he carried, 
wrapped in tissue paper, a rose. 
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" Old Mrs. TwitohflU Mot yon this, my dear," he 
said, holding it out to Margot. " I told her all about 
you, and she said she must send you the rose. A year 
ago her youth ended for her. Her husband died, only 
a few months before their golden wedding." 

" Ach, I cannot at all say what I would say," Mar- 
got exclaimed softly, kissing the little white rose. 
" It is a poem that has happened to me." 

"Play your poem to me, then," Dr. G-oddard said, 
dropping into the Morris chair and holding bu hands 
to the fire. *' I beard the piano as 1 came in and it was 
good." 

So she put the rose into her gown and played. Al- 
ston dropped again into his listening attitude, wishing 
for one interpretative glance, but none came; and so 
his own thoughts grew into a medley that were truly 
but dreams. 

Meanwhile, Dr. Goddard lay back in his chair, and 
from watching the flash of her rings, looked long at 
her bent head bound with the thick blond braids, and 
at her slender figure. From her he flashed a quick 
glance at Alston, leaning on the piano and looking out 
at the snowflakee. Then Dorothea ran in and slipped 
between her grandfather's knees, and Lucy came in 
as softly as a shadow ; and presently the tap of a 
cane and the rustle of silk in the hall announced Mrs. 
Goddard, and the music stopped abruptly. 

After dinner, through the smoke-rings in Dr. God- 

dard's study, the old minister said musingly to Alston, 

*' She is a very rare child, our little foreign cousin. 

She has been sent to ub for a purpose. G^'s hand is 
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ID her ooming. Her §ituation is Tery extraordinaiy 
and" — be stopped for a puU at his bnerwood — "and 
dangerous." 

*' To others, yes," Alston said with a little laagh. 

The two men were p:vea to long hours of tbiukiog 
aloud together. 

" And to her, too, my boy I Before the soul is oome 
into its own, there is a great emptiness, and there are 
no gates." 

"She is all right," Alston asserted conclusively. 
" All she needs is nature, and warm, simple, human 
relationships, and much lore." 

" Love 1 " smiled the old man. " I ventare to say 
she has had more than the average woman's share of 
that already." 

" Oh, I don't mean men's love alone. I hardly mean 
that kind of love at all. I mean any of the wholesome 
loves in which she will give much of herself and feel 
the joy of serving. Dorothea's arms are good for her, 
and Lucy's eyes." 

"Perhapsyou'rerightl Crod does his work with sim- 
ple tools, while we miss the mark with our tried steel 
and our intricate formulie. Perhaps you 're rightl " 

Later, when John had gone, and Margot stood in 
the study door, her noiseless presence waking him 
from a firelit nap, bis invitation to her to enter drew 
added warmth from John's words. 

"Yes, do oome in, my dear," he welcomed her 

heartily. " You 'II do me a great favor if you 'II lend 

a little color to this sombre room." And he took both 

her bands and drew her to his easiest chair. 
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" If I may I will take the footstool in the chimney- 
coroer," she siud. "I have always much likiDg for 
the low chair and for your open fires." So she sank 
on the low stool, in the shadow except when she bent 
her head and the firelight caught her hair. 

"Yon women hare been having a real KaSee- 
Klatsch," he laughed. " I could hear your voices until 
I lost myself a moment — perhaps even dozed." 

" Cousin Jane has been asking about my oar and 
t^e Villa Wotan and my d^but. It was funny to be 
asked about my d^but I am not at all like that. We 
have bad no— no Bekanntenkreis. Do you say it 
* circle' on English? We have just had friends here 
and there who were" — again she hesitated — " were 
of our kind, artists and singers and so forth and so 
forth. You will understand ? " 

" I do understand," be answered, with a smile. 
" But I don't believe yonr Cousin Jane would quite 
understand." 

"Ach, no, she has not understood," Ma^ot went 
on, breaking into a little laugh. " And when I have 
said that I have for my friends many nihilists and 
socialists, and that I belong to many Studentinnen- 
verein — the clubs of the students — where the nihi- 
lists and the socialists have often been speaking, she 
said it was unfortunate and shocking. So I fear that I 
have told things that are not wise. But yoo will under- 
stand?" 

" Perfectly, my child. I know German life and I 
can see just what has been your particular part of 
that life." 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE PLAIN PATH 



" It wai most kiod that slie vas interested, and it 
has made me think much, to talk of my home. And 
so I have com« to yon to speak of my fn^er." 

He was silent for a minute, looking into the fire. 
" I must explain to you what I said to you last night 
about my relatione with your father. I was bis anti^n- 
ist in the world of thought — a very definite and vital 
relation. I won my doctor's degree on the refutation 
of your father's book. That was seventeen years ago. 
But we were not enemies. He owed me a letter when 
he died." 

She had given him one startled glance, and then 
sat, her chin in her hand, looking down. 

*' It all came about this way," he went on, with the 
leisure of reminiscence ; "Jane and I, with two-year- 
old Lucy, went to China the year your father oame to 
Wiotbrop College to open the then new Science Build- 
ing. We stayed in China five years, till I had cholera 
and then fever, and was ordered home. We came by 
way of Europe, and stopped in Grermany for a winter. 
Of course I was interested to know what had become of 
your father. The first thing that I found, in the first 
bookstore I went into, was his hook. I read it with a 
great interest. And in a few weeks I ran into him ac- 
cidentally in Berlin." He could see the sudden light 
in her eyes. Her lips parted with a question, then 
closed. "I saw his name on a bulletin-board, an- 
nouncing that he would lecture before the Stimer 
Society in the Friedrichstrasse, on the occasion of 
putting a tablet on the Stimer house in the Phillip- 
strasse." 
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" Tbeo you saw bim, my father? " she cried softly. 
" Can yoa remeniber all and tell me bow be bas looked 
and what he has heen saying ? " 

" Indeed 1 can, as if it were yesterday 1 I can see 
him now, in tbe smoke-filled room. He was tall and 
very thin and dark, with eyes — you have his eyes — 
eyes that were clear and gray and very frank — quite 
like the eyes of a boy, in a face that was lined with 
thought. He spoke rapidly and a little excitedly. To 
me, it was all bitterly sad." 

** Bitterly sad ? " she repeated. ** My father had 
loved so muob my mother, you see, and it had not heen 
long." 

" It was not that kind of sadness, my child," he 
said gently. " We who minister onto the spirit can 
recc^ize all the different kinds and phases of sad- 
ness. There is a wide difference between a broken 
heart and a tortured, rebellious spirit." He got up and 
stood leaning on the mantel, looking down at her bent 
bead. " Does it hart too much, that I should give you 
so real a picture ? " he said gently. 

" It shows me my father as I have never known 
him," she answered, lifting large, eager eyes. " Per- 
haps this is the side on which I can see him most truly. 
So I do not mind the pain. On what, please, was be 
speaking ? " 

"His theme was contained in those four catch- 
words of Stimer's — ' I am my own,' But yonr father 
was not * bis own.' I can read men and I know. To 
me it was as if he had put bis finger upon the lips of 
his soul and said, ' Hush 1 ' And a man is never his 
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own nnlesB his spirit is bis master. Then be is free. 
To reason alone, we are never anything bat aUTea." 
He stopped suddenly as if af rud that he had said too 
much. Presently he went on, "The next year, my 
refutation of hit book got me my degree. Then I 
wrote reminding him of our connection by marriage, 
asking for his friendship, and for news of his little 
daughter. In mid-ocean my letter met the news of his 
death." 

The logs broke, sending a shower of sparks into the 
chimney. Through the closed door, the chiming of the 
hall-olook sounded far. 

*' Ton will not doubt my friendship and affection, 
my child, because of this old story ? " he said. " I 
championed what to me was the truth, but Truth will 
accept no man as her enemy. Those who oppose her 
are their own enemies. So there is no cause between 
me and yoor father. I should have loved him well." 

Still there was silence in the quiet room, with the 
firelight playing on the rows and rows of oalf-bonnd 
books. At last she drew a long breath and looked at 
him with brimming eyes, holding out both hands. 
" How could I doubt you after your so gentle story of 
my father? And I have been thinking it might have 
been much different with me if your letter had come 
in time." 

" It might, but God knows best." 

** And I thank you," she went on hesitatingly, ** that 
you from me have taken so great a fear. Since I hare 
been in this land, I have grown so to fear seeing my 
father's face in years to come if I have ever changed 
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from what he would bare bad me to be. Nov I Bhall 
not fear, since perhaps — perhaps it was all not quite 
sure with him. Always Friiulein Hadwig has been say- 
ing that my father was so proud and bo sun, like a 
conqueror. Now, wheo I see him, I shall not seem so 
to hare deserted him." 

" My child," the old minister said, putting hia hand 
on her arm as she rose, " when yoa see your father 
face to face, all will be understood between yon and 
him. There will be a great clearness and a great 
light." 

" On the Monte Rosa snows ? " she half whispered. 

He smiled. "My poor little one I My poor little 
one 1 " he sud. " Is that really all you hare ? I meant 
in heaven." 

" Ach, perhaps," she exclaimed, drawing away. " If 
I — " 

But Dorothea's face looked in suddenly at the door. 
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TWO AT A SPRING 

J.T was happeaing quite different!; witb Landsohad 
that gray Thanksgiving Day. Immediately after the 
last laboratory hour on Wednesday, he fled from 
Riverby to lose himself ia a day or two of bobemian- 
ism in Boston. The impulse to get away had been 
strong upon him ever since Margot had given him 
adiea after the ride. It grew into definite and imme- 
diate purpose that Wednesday morning in the labor- 
atory, with the sunshine gleaming on the jars and 
globes and retorts, and on Margot's hair as she bent 
over her glass, under which was stretched the wing of 
a candle-moth. She was so deep in her subject that 
she did not look up when he came down the line, and 
standing near, read the page of her note-book. 

" Immer gut 1 " he said slowly, putting it down. 
" And do you find the poor little moth rather complex 
in bis formation ? It looks very eaay to be a moth." 

" But very stupid," she answered. "They are so pur- 
poseless." 

" The flame is their purpose," he said, passing on. 

He did not bear her answer, but as he went on 
down the class, bending over, explaining, reading, 
commenting, moving the glasses over the delicate tis- 
sues, he definitely decided to take the four o'clock 
trun to Boston. That would get him there at eight. 
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Something of a violinist himself, he kaew two Frank- 
furt men in the Bostoa Symphony Orchestra, who had 
several times been his refuge from the colorless con- 
ventionality of the Riverby life. Arriving at eight, 
he would find Fritz and Johann at a Probe for the 
Thanksgiving concert, but he would get dinner at the 
Versunkena Glocke, the little downstairs rathskeller 
oS the Common, look in at the theatre, and then have 
a night of mnaic and pipes in the small tenement under 
the eaves. 

The next afternoon he found himself dropping into 
an orchestra ohUr at the Symphony Concert. He had 
slept late, after having helped to usher in the dawn 
with a Brahms trio, and bad had but time enough for 
a noon breakfast. The great hall was filling fast 
There was much twanging and booming and whist- 
ling and rustling as the orchestra got itself in order. 
He could see Fritz among the violins, with his hand- 
kerchief under his cheek, screwing up a string and 
then pulling it close to his ear. Johann was running 
his long fingers through his blond hair and laughing 
with the first 'cellist. The air of Bohemia still blew 
strong upon Landschad and, as he wuted for the on- 
coming of the tide of the Symphony, already so mur- 
murous, the old temptation was more urgent than ever 
— to toss up the chance of a career in science and 
plunge into music. Its voice had always been dom- 
inant in hb life, but it was more imperative than 
ever before. For the autumn had bronght him a 
more poignant longing for expression than merely the 
old cry of his masical nature. And as the first meas- 
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ores of the ** Fire-Musio " trembled out from the 
strings, lie could see Margot's faoe againBt rain- 
blnrred hilla. 

After a while, as hie absent gaze aoseeingly swept 
the balcony, a sharp new impressioD roased him. It 
was an impression of familiarity. There was some 
one he knew in that crescent of listening faces. He 
had no glasses and the distance ontBtripped his eyes. 
Presently a spot of color on the balcony railing caught 
hifl eye. That was what had spoken to his suboonsoious- 
ness. It was the purple of Miss Hathaway's cloak, the 
long one she wore oo the campus. 

Just here the music stopped and he cast about him 
for glasses. Of course it couldn't be Miss Hathaway, 
but it was worth looking to see. In his present mood, 
the thought of her struck the very note of his own 
inner symphony. The year before he had fancied him- 
self in love with Miss Hathaway. She was distinctly 
"simpatioa," her sense of color was unerring, and her 
▼oice was magioally low and vibrant. Besides, she had 
challenged every one of his theories, so that their eon- 
▼ersations had had a perennial ohtum ; something was 
always just unsaid, just going to be said. That she 
was fully his age had made her even more alluring ; 
he found the game vastly more exciting with one so 
experienced in moves. So things had stood when, 
finding himself really in love, he had ceased to fancy 
himself so. 

The school'girl next him had stopped gazing at 
Hellstem, the first violin. Her glasses lay in her lap. 
It took but a word from Landschad, and his best 
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Hussar bow, to win a profile of a amile and an end- 
lega tim6-limit on the article borrowed. Then, in s 
flash, he aimed at the balcoDj, caught the purple, and 
found her — Miss Hathaway. Her hat lay on the I)al< 
ustrade. He kept his aim, willing her to see. At 
last, as if under compulsion, she looked into his len- 
ses. It was evident that she was alone and wholly en- 
joying herself. 

When the glasses had been impressirely returned, 
and the music bad begun once more, Landschad began 
to see his way into unexpected pleasantness. The 
purple cape covered a spirit as bohemian as his own, 
although of more Gothic fibre. Evidently she was in 
Boston on an errand similar to his — to refresh her 
spirit. It would be pleasant to waylay her and bear 
her away to a little dinner in the Versunhene Glocke. 
It was quite " convenable," the little oaf^, and very 
cozy. And what more stirring than talk with a woman 
with whom you had fancied yourself in love, about the 
woman with whom yon were sure you were in love I 

So when the last notes of Dvorak's " \ew World " 
had died away, Landschad forced bis way to a strate- 
gic position, and waylaid her. She was coming along 
quite unconsciously in the crowd, her head covered 
with a plumed Rembrandt hat, her purple cape over her 
arm. 

" Oh ! " she cried, when he fell in quite naturally 
at her side, ** you *re like another number on the pro- 
gramme. I 'm very glad to see yon." 

" Am I an encore, perhaps ? " he laughed, taking 

hercape from her. " I hope in answer to your applause." 

149 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE PLAIN PATH 

" The applauM will come after the encore," abe 
retorted, " But first tell me howyou knew I was bere 
and why you are taking my poasesBiona." 

" I am glad to carry what has been doing me each 
a kindness," be explained. "This cape has pointed 
yoa OQt to me, and a ready-to-oblige f raulein has lent 
me her glasses to make myself sure." 

" But how is it yoa are here, and not dining with 
the pretty frauleins at Mrs. Swinton's to-day ? " 

" Ob* I have no thanks to give, and no one but my- 
self to give tbem to, if I had any, so I bare fled here 
for a little life." 

*' So have I," she exclaimed. " I ran away yesterday 
morning and I 'm staying at the College Clnb and 
living a little bit." 

Tbey were walking briskly through the twilight, 
towards nowhere especially. 

" After I found you," be began, " I took the liberty 
to make a little plan about yon. I am alone except 
for Fritz and Jobann, and tbey know my uncertain- 
ties, and so I thought perhaps a little dinner in the 
Versonkene Glocke — just you and I together — 
would not be bad. It is qnite all right for women to 
go, and it is different from — from Riverby." 

They laughed. " It will be delightful to go," she 
exclaimed. " It would be a calamity to dine Ji I'ordin- 
aire after snob a programme — and such an encore 1 
And the adorable name of your caf ^ I I did not know 
there was such a joy to be had in this country." 

" It is now five-thirty," be said, looking at bis watch. 
** Shall we walk quickly out to Back Bay and so have 
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much appetite for Wiener schnitzel, and mnch thirst 
for Niersteinet? " 

So they sped away, she quickened into a Biuirkle of 
talk that made him marvel at the cleverness of what 
she was sayiag. It vas all of books and music and 
places, nothing of people and least of all of themselves. 
Once only, in speaking of European types as compared 
with American, it flashed upon Margot as the true 
German type. 

" Quite exotic," Miss Hathaway said, and then left 
the subject with a wide sweep of thought. 

But when they had gone down into the green forest 
depths of the Versuukene Glooke, so artfully woodsy 
that one almost stopped to look for a violet on the 
green fibre carpet, their mood changed somewhat. At 
the little t§te>a-tSte table under the canvas chestnut 
tree, in the soft shimmer of the canvas forest, with 
Niersteiner bubbling into their glasses, they settled 
into the ease of quiet, broken with conversation only 
when there was really something to say. Miss Hatha* 
way's cheeks glowed from the walk against the wind, 
and her eyes were large in the shadow of her hat. 

'* There ought to be more such places in this coun- 
tiy," she presently exclaimed, "to go into and get 
away from all that is so deadly real, and from our- 
selves." 

"Is it not the unreal that we must get away 
from ? " he queried, crumbling bread in his long artist 
fingers. 

" From the unreal, if yon will ! For we are onteal, 
and untrue to ourselves when we do not bring the 
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Infinite into our lives, as we have been doing this 
afternoon." 

M The Infinite I " he mosed. ** Is it not strange that 
from BO distant as pole from pole standpoints you and 
I have yet an equator where we meet ? It is quite true 
what yoa now say. We have been growing more real 
this afternoon in the music. We have been living. It 
is art that brings us the real, and the more real the 
art, the more we are real, and live." 

"Oh, your old attitude I "she exclaimed. "It is 
pleasantly familiar. Last summer I went to many of 
your galleries of modem piotures, la Munich and Ber^ 
lin and Dresddn, and I tried to get your point of view. 
To yoD a nuds woman-bather on a glaring beach gives 
more of an uplift than a deep-eyed Baphael Madonna 
holding her Heavenly Baby." 

**Ach, that gives me no uplift I To me they are 
sichiah I I speak freely to you as I have ever done." 

"And as you always may. I am quite unafraid of 
standpoints different from my own. And I am vastly 
interested in the different things the music did for you 
and for me this afternoon. Shall I tell you?" 

" But yes," he said, as she leaned aorosa the table, 
laughing a tittle. 

" Weil, this is what it did for you. You listened, 
thinking but of the perfection of it and following out 
the structure with all a musician's understanding. 
And then it made yon proudly conscioas of your 
own power to be a part of all that is finest in art — yoa 
felt yourself then to be the Vbermensch. And then, 
perhaps — " She stopped. 
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" Why will yon not go on ? " he laughed. " It has 
pleased me much, what yon say, because it is true. 
And now ? " 

" Well, then, perhaps I shall dare — " and she 
smiled slowly under his eyes, " Perhaps when it was 
tenderest, most uplifting, it made you long tor love — 
and you saw a woman's face." 

" Perhaps," he said, looking down. ** Yon are a seer. 
Ton hare always been. But with yon 7 How did the 
music do for yon ? " 

"For me?" and she slowly finished an olive; — 
" it did quite different thiuga — things that you would 
call 'sentimental' and *Gothio.' I am not clever 
enough to follow themes and study the structure as 
you Qermans do so naturally. I did not caie in the 
least how it was made. I just let it lift me out of my- 
self. I forgot everything except its speaking to me 
— a great voice — the cry of the Infinite to my soul, 
answered by the Infinite in me." 

He was leaning back, his salad untouched, looking 
at her half smiling. " It is becoming to you," he said, 
" when the Infinite has been speaking to you- It is in 
your eyes that I see it." He drained his wine-glass. 
" And now will you tell me this? It is a strange ques- 
tion that I will ask you, but all thu experience is 
strange, and we are quite with bare souls before each 
other, nicht wahr ? What woman's face have I been 
seeing in the music?" 

" We have not been quite so personal yet as to call 
names," she objected. 
*'No, we have not, but why not? What is the dif- 
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ference betweea tayiug in word and eaTing in acts 
and with eyes ? It would not be difficnlt to make yon 
apeak the name ia that way." 

She lifted her eyes squarely to his. " I do not mind 
in the least telling you, if you do not mind betraying 
yoaraelf whan I have told. Your face will assure me 
that I am right. It is easy to read. It is Margot von 
Merveldt whom yoa see in the music, of conrse. How 
could it not be?" 

He flashed all orer his fairness and lifted his empty 
glass, then set it down. " How could it not be, indeed ! 
It is women that make the Infinite for me. I did not 
ask you because I have anjrthing to confess, but be- 
cause I knew well that you have been so thinking. 
And now may I ask more? This asking will be of 
yourself." 

" You may ask me," she said. 

" First, I will get your permission that I may smoke ; 
then I can ask with more ease," he said. 

And when she had consented, she watched his 
shapely wrists and hands as he struck the match, and 
then the flare of the flame on his high white brow 
with its look of fur hair. 

" Ea geht ! " he said at last, blowing a ring. " And 
now, I will ask yon, prieatess of the Infinite that yon 
are. What are you going to do with the beautifnl 
young fraulein? What you say means mnch to her. 
She came here joyons and free, like some splendid 
immortal, hardly touching the earth with her light 
tread. Now she is changed and unhappy. She is like 
a nymph whose tree the lightning has blasted. She 
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seeks now what yon call ' truth ' as a shelter. I ask 
yoo, is it worth while, is it fair to change her spirit 
when all was so well before? " 

" Vastly worth while ! More worth while than for 
Wagner to have written the Trilogy or for an astro* 
Domer to find a new star ! " 

"Sol Even at the cost of joy?" He stopped to 
laugh softly. *' Almost you were my nndoing. But 
now what is to be gained? I beg that you will leave 
her to — to find another tree." 

"And then there is more lightning! No, I will not 
promise. As a woman I cannot fail another woman 
when I see in ber that which will suffer much. I will 
take her to places where there is a view. And bo — " 
She looked bim in the eyes, with a little smile. 

" And so I " he repeated with a long breath that 
went into a laugh. "And so you will not let the 
nymph find a tree? Yoa have a hard-hearted kind- 
ness. But you and I are still friends — even if we are 
enemies, nicbt wahr? " 

" The better friends I " she sud as they rose. 
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OVEB A BBIDOE 

Xhe first ra; of the next morniog was welcome to 
Margot after her sleepless night. When the gray 
through the shatters announced the dawn, she got ap 
and flung them wide. Thanks^ving Day had been 
too closely packed with emotions for her to take up 
lightly the broken threads of dreams. Long ago, and 
growing ever longer, seemed the walk to Emerald 
Spring. She oould feel it slipping back into time, 
hold it as she would. From the memory of Alston, 
and from his simple philosophy, she was torn by the 
strange, new idea of her father, drawn from Dr. God- 
dard's story. His face had not been that of a oonquercw, 
as Fmulein Hadwig had so brilliantly pictured it. His 
manner had been that of one who was struggling, who 
had not attained. His prond theme, " I am my own," 
had got the lie from his face and manner. Alston had 
said that Dr. Goddard's greatness lay in his power of 
reading people. Evident enough had it been to this 
wise r^er of human nature that her father was fight- 
ing a losing fight with his own spirit. And a few 
months afterwards he had died. Whose word had she, 
his daughter, that his theories were the same when the 
Monte Rosa snows made surmise certainty, as when, 
just after her mother's death, he had so bitterly penned 
her an inheritance of negations ? Who knows what 
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they together, father and ohUd, woald hare attained 
if he had lived and they had met life together? What 
real author!^ was there for what she was, except the 
wild, grief-driven spirit of the will, and Fraolein 
Hadwig's fierce, uDwavering adherence to it and to 
certun traditions of her father's wishes ? And Fraulein 
Hadwig had loved her father! As Margot had grown 
to womanhood, that realization had made a deeper tie 
between them, left bother as tbey were, with hii 
wishes as their covenant. Now, however, another »■ 
pect of this love presented itself. Was it not wholly 
possible that Fraulein Hadwig, jealous of the past 
which had excluded her, had eased her spirit of its 
bitterness by training his child away from that past? 
It would have been quite the fine, subtle revenge that 
she would have delighted in, Mai^ot hnew. And this 
was the tissue she had accepted for solid truth I To 
her wide-open eyes, staring through the darkness, 
many things began to grow clear. 

Suddenly, into the depths of her thought, there 
strayed a memory of Dorothea and her clinging kisses, 
from which she drifted into dreams of her own mother, 
and then into a moment's sleep. Then a cock crowed 
in a neighboring barnyard, answered by a far-o£E 
chanticleer. The old bouse creaked in the stilloess. 
The pine tree by the east window swept the panes 
whisperingly with its pliant branches. As morning 
came, the eaves began to drip. It was growing 
milder. 

Presently a door closed softly down the hall, and 
there came a light tap at Margot's own panels. 
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" Come in I " she called, vide awake to an expecta- 
tion of Dorothea. 

But it was Dorothea's little mother, looking like a 
child, with a white rihbon around her roagbened hair, 
and in a faded bine wrapper that spoke anmistakably 
of Paris. It was this little frivolity, that had had its day, 
which f nlly awakened Ma^ot to Lacy's being there. 

"Fo^ve my coming so early," Lacy whispered. 
*' I knew you were awake. I heard your shutters. IVe 
been awake all night, and this seemed such a chance 
for a talk — our only chance if you most go this after^ 
noon." 

" Oh, it is what I most lore, that yon should come I 
And if you will get into bed yon will be much wanner. 
The night for me, too, has been long. How strange 
are the night-noisea ! " 

** Old bouses hare bo many noises 1 There 's the 
orackiag of the old boards, and the mice in the attio, 
and the dripping of the eaves, — sounds like all the 
sighs and gropings and tears of the lives lived in the 
air booses. But the cock-crowiugs are friendly. Oh, 
I know the nights I " 

** I hardly have known them," Margot whiBpered 
back. " Always, until now, when I have been in bed, 
I have been sleeping." 

Lnoy drew a long breath. " When one has some- 
thing to remember — something that is a pain — the 
nights are long," she said, and then drew nearer on 
the pillow. 

Margot clasped tight the little hand with its wed- 
ding-ring. 
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"All my life I've needed you, dearest," Lucy 
went on. " I 'm such a lover, you know I It 'a my 
only gift — to lore ! And I Ve always been anre you 'd 
be my UBter." 

" That will X be — ever — liebofaen, tJiy sister ! I 
need thee as mucb as thou hast been needing me. But 
how hast thou heard of me ? Not through thy mother." 

" Oh, no I Poor mother I I learned of you in a 
funny way. I was slow oyer my studies. I am not a 
bit clever like the rest of the family. And I could n't 
seem to learn to write, until one day father told me 
about my little cousin in Germany, and bade me write 
to her. And from that time there was never any 
trouble. My thoughts poured out to you. And father 
always said that sometime the letters would be an- 
swered. Mother did not approve of father's scheme. 
She said it encouraged dreaming and was not quite 
true. Poor mother I " 

" Kow — and all my life — X shall be answering to 
thee — and thy father — the letters," Maigot mur- 
mured, kissing her hand. 

The dawn was filling the room, and for a mo- 
ment they lay in silence, watching the swaying elm 
branches. 

Lucy drew another long breath. "It we are sis- 
ters," she stud, *' I must tell yon something. I have 
suffered so much, so much I I will not teU you about 
it. I cannot speak of it ever to anybody. But out of 
it has come something that I must telL The pain has 
made me understand people and see into their hearts. 
Oh, it seems to me there is n't anybody in the world 
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I cannot be sorry for — even the wickedest people. 
Life puta such strong hands on os. And so — " She 
stopped, as if her thought were as yet too deep for 



" Yes ? " Margot said softly. 

" I may be wrong, darling," Lncy went on, " and 
yon must tell me nothing, but I know that something 
ia heavy on your heart. Perhaps it is that yon love 
some one far away — or that you are lonely or in 
doubt. It makes no differenoe what it is. It is just 
whether we can help." 

" Than hast right," Margot whispered. " Always 
before I have been full of joy. Now it is uot the same." 

Lacy waa sitting up in bed, big-eyed and white. 
" I was quite snre," she said, " and perhaps I can 
help." She paused and pressed her eyes with her 
fiuger-tips, *' It was the last night in Paris — in the 
dear apartment under the eaves in the Qnartier — ' 
with the little flower-pots on the window-sills. He — 
he had gone. Everything waa packed. The next day 
at five we were to sail, little Dorothea and I. All 
good-byes were over. Sfae was asleep. I went into the 
big studio where I could see the stars through the sky- 
light. The old Btadio.coat bung on the easel. I could 
see the sag of the pockets — qnite plain. I cried into 
it. I wept my heart away. Then all tears went. I 
looked up at the stars and I loathed life — and — and 
if it had not been for my baby — I — I — " Again she 
stopped to press her eyes with her finger-tips. " Sud- 
denly, up from the streets — it waa quiet like death 
— a little bell sounded — a little tinkle. At first, I 
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did not listen — I did not knov. Then a flash came 
and I lemenibered. It was the CommaDioa gomg to 
some one who was dying. To many in the world, it was 
God going through the ornel streets — to some one 
who needed Him. It saved me, dearest, — to remem- 
ber God I I ran and hogged my little baby. The next 
day we came home." 

" Aoh, how thon hast been hurt ! " Margot ex- 
claimed with a deep breath. 

" Yes, but then to be saved I " Lucy said gently. 

The door creaked softly, and a small red eider-down 
figure appeared. 

" May I, mother?" said a sleepy voice. 

** Come, my darling ! " Lacy cried, holding out her 
arms. 

After the long embrace, Dorothea drew back, and 
looking into her mother's face, smoothed out her fore- 
bead with a little forefinger. *' You promised not to, 
ever i^^n, mother I " she said aaxiously. 

" I too will listen for the bell," Margot whispered 
to Lucy when she took the child away to dress. 

That afternoon, on the way back to college, the 
familiar into which she was going seemed the strange. 
The day before yesterday, when she had arrived at the 
Parsont^Ot seemed over an interval of years. The old 
minister, the clinging child, the sad little mother, and 
their friend and her friend, John Alston, — they were 
her mother's people ; they were hers by an elemental 
right. And it was love that tbey were revealing to her, 
and that was transforming her. A love not hers by 
right just of herself as she was, bat of something in- 
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ezpressibly lovely that those who loved her aaw in her, 
bat of which she herself before had not been aware. 

Her heart was atill warm with this realization when 
she got to college, and looked over her pile of maiL 
On the oentre-table was a large square parcel, just 
arrived by special messenger. That she opened first, 
mindful of the Somerset mark. It was a partridge- 
berry jar from John Alston, full of the shining red 
and green gathered on their walk the day before. 
The day before I Already like the year before ! Deep 
into it went her face, with a litUe sigh. Then she 
opened the snudl book that had come by mail, ad- 
dressed in a hand that she did not know, and not a 
new book, as she presently saw. It was Browning's 
*' Men and Women," with a marker between the pages, 
and the name *' Stanwood Helm " on the £y-leaf . The 
pages fell open to " A Death in the Desert," where 
there was heavy penciling around the lines : — 
"For life, with sll it yields of joj and woe 

And hope sod fear, — believe the aged frieod, — 
Is just our obaiKW o' the prize of learaing love, 
How lo*e might be, hath been indeed, and is." 

Like an organ-chord, the words rang in her mind. 
How glorious that such a message should have come 
to her just when the candles of her spirit were begin- 
ning to light the gloom. And he had sent it ! He who 
had said to her the terrible thing I Bat the true 
thing, her heart answered again. Now more than ever 
before did she know that he had said to her a true 
thing. What would her mother have to say? That 
bad been his question. And was her father sure — 
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sore? For a long time sbe sat, her hat still on, tbe 
book open before her, pondering Helm's message. 
Mo voice through oak leaves ever gave more profoimd 
interpretation of human ezperienoe than did those 
lines so opportunely come. 

So she was still sitting when Emily ran in with gay 
welcomes and many questions about tbe new relatives. 
And when she had told her story, and Emily had 
looked conscious and asked other questions about the 
Gentian Gentleman, and agreed that the woods were 
wonderful that autumn, she began to take off her hat 
and put things from her bags into the usual places. 
Enuly sat looking at her a little dreamily. 

*' Somehow, my dear, you *re changed in these three 
days," she said suddenly. " Of course, it does n't seem 
possible, bnt I suppose people are like plants, after 
all, and they grow much faster at some times than at 
others." 

"Perhaps, Emilchen. I feel somehow that to me 
life is quite different from before. It is much to have 
been with my mother's people. It is a different way 
to see life — one's mother's way. And then a little 
child has been my playmate, and I have spoken with 
Dr. Goddard of my father, and Lucy has come quite 
near. Ach, to me it has been a time of seeing into 
many things 1 " 

"I know, dear! I 've haid such times — times of 
suddenly clear vision, just like those wonderful 
October days when the air is so still and one can see 
miles and miles." A delicate flush was spreading 
above the fine white frill at Emily's throat "Yee- 
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terday, after church, I saw Mr. Helm," she vent on 
with a little quickening of speech. ** He walked two 
blooks with me." 

" He has given thee a time of clear vision, then, 
liebchen, has he not?" Margot said, taking up the 
little Browning. " And see how kind he has been to me, 
for thy sake, — to send me this. It says to me just 
what is the meaning of this dear time in Studley. 
Is it not wonderful that now it should have come? " 
And she held out the book, open at the marker, "To 
thee, Emilchen, I can speak of the deepest things." 

"It is not for my sake that he is kind, dear," 
Emily said when she had read the lines and the color 
had quite crimsoned her cheeki. " But I mast go to 
my tutoring. I 'm so glad he's helping yon. I knew 
he could. And don't be unforgiving if — if he baa 
hurt you." She paused a momeDt at the door, holding 
it open a crack. **He — he ia troubled for fear he 
has hurt you, dear," she added. " Good-bye ! " 

" Ach, let the tutoriog go, and stay here ! " Mai^t 
cried. " We have much to say to each other and — " 

But Emily, with a blown kiss, bad closed the door. 

Margot stood absently at the window after she had 
gone. The camptu was lively. The President was 
coming across from bis house to the Administration 
Building. Professor Haute Cceur stood on the library 
steps gesticulating gayly to Miss Dana, his assistant. 
It was a good joke that they were enjoying. 

" He is troubled for fear he has hurt you," Emily 
had said. She twisted the cord of the window-shade 
round and round her finger. A small hay was bear- 
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iag a pot of yellov duTsaDthemunu orer to Furaess 
Hall. Miss Paget and FrofeBsor Breslyn ran down the 
post-office steps. FiTe o'clock rang from the college- 
tower. 

"Do not be nnfoigiving if — if he has hart yon," 
Emily had said, too. She drew the cord tight, tight 
around her finger. Unforgiving! Unforgiving I| It had 
been a terrible thing — at first — but it was a tme 
thing I She let go the cord so suddenly that the shade 
flew op with a snap. Then she put on her hat and coat 

The evening was raw and gray, the last of autumn 
blowing and snowing into the depths of winter. After 
all, there was only one chance in a thousand that he 
would be there. It was the time for the fireside, and 
genial friends, and hooks. Early lights fell out across 
the bleak lawns, and through windows yet unshuttered 
there were glimpses of tea^irinkings and other gentle 
ceremonials. A suowflake stung her cheek. He would 
not be there on so cheerless a night. 

But he was there, walking the high place as if it 
had been the deck of a ship. When she approached, 
he was going from her, and she stood waiting, her 
breath quick, half tempted to turn and run before 
he should sec her. It was silly and childish to come, 
she was suddenly telling herself for the first time. He 
wheeled round at the far end of his line of walk. He 
did not seem in the least amazed. 

"I said — sometime — that I would come," she said, 
holding ont her hand. 

He touched it lightly. " I hare n't dared hope you 'd 

come," he exclaimed. " I don't deserve it. I was brutal 
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tliat day. Bat I had been vith men who were brutal 
— who denied all that was, to me, trutJt — and the 
manner stayed. You got the book 7 " He bad bared 
hU head and the wind lifted hi§ thick dark biur. 

** Oh, yes ! I have received the book. Bat the book 
has not brought me. Maob has happened to make me 
to come." 

" Shall wa walk ? " he asked. ** It is cold to stand. 
See I It 'a beginning to snow np the valley. I 've been 
watching the storm coming through the Pass. Soon 
ve shall be caught Bat yoa have f ura — and besides, 
yon are of the household of the woman ia Proverbs, 
'clothed in scarlet' " And he glanced at the scarlet 
showing at her throat 

"I like the snow much," she said, as they fell into 
step. " I have been on snowahoes and skis and tobo^ 
gana always in the winter at Oarmiach-Partenkirchen. 
The winter has always to me been better than the 



" ' Has always been better,' " he quoted. '* You put 
your tensea away back into the past. We have tobog* 
gans and akia and snowshoes in these bills, too." 

" Perhaps it will seem to me the same," she an- 
swered. " Bnt, you see, it ia in a quite strange land — 
and then, too, there is the change in myself. No longer 
am I sure to say what I am or what I like." And she 
laughed, and looked at him a little wistfully. 

" The skating here is oaually very good, especially 
on the Ten-Mile," he went on genially, without a trace 
of the personal in his tone ; " and you Germans are 
bom slaterB." 
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" Aob, I adore it ! To feel the svif tnees like a bird, 
and the sting of the cold I Perhaps it will make me to 
feel the old, as I used to feel, way." 

" It is veiy stinmlating," he agreed. " See I There 
comes the snow." 

But she had half -tamed from him, as if to go. "Of 
what use is it that I should come t " she said sud- 
denly, with the disappointment of a child in her tone. 
** You make it so different that I will not stay. You 
are atill enn^ed at me, as you have said, and I have 
come quite simply to you. You said yoa would help 
me." 

'*My dear Miss roa Merveldt," he cried with a 
laugh that was almost joyous, " I am longing to help 
you. I held off because I had gone so far before. I 
did not want to force anything on you." 

She still stood uncertain. 

His thin face had flushed. " I have been thinking of 
you erer since then," he went on vehemently, as if los- 
ing himself for the moment. " You have broken into 
my prayers even, and i^in and i^in I 've gone over 
what I should like to say to yon, if you ever gave me 
the chance." 

" I did not myself think that I should ever come to 
you," she said slowly. " I do not now quite know why 
I have come. It is that I have felt that you again will 
say — say even a terrible thing to me." 

*' I wiU not again say a terrible thing to you," he 
exclaimed fervently. " But I have a thousand things 
I 'd like to say to you." 

" Sinoe I have seen you that time, much has been 
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happening to me," she went on. " It was ft troe thing, 
what joa have said. Thoughts like lightning have 
burned into me. And a little child has come into mj 
life, and a iroman whose life has been all hurt, — and 
a great strong man with a quite simple fiuth. You see, 
I have done aa yon hare been telling me that time 
— I have seen what it is to live." She spoke haltingly, 
her eyes down, as if she were oontessing. 

" Yoo have indeed," he said gently. 

" And then," she oontinned with a passionate frank- 
ness, " I have been hearing of my father things that 
have made me to know that with him all was not bo 
sure and so full of triumph. I see that all what Friiu- 
lein Hadwig has taught me of him is not true. And 
of Franlein Hadwig, now I see what before I have 
not understood. And it has stung — to — to learn 1 
And it has made my heart like a little child's, all 
humble I " 

Even had she lifted her eyes, she could not have 
seen, in the growing dusk, the full radiance of his 
look. " What has been awakening your spirit hat been 
quickening my faith. My ! How I have been praying 
for you I " 

" Aoh, I do not know what it is that baa been speak- 
ing to me. And it is as if I bad not heard quite all, 
and I must hear more. That is why I have come to 
you — that yon may tell me more. Ton wUl, nioht 
wahr?" 

** I will try. But your own poet tells you better than 
I ever can — just to fill your heart with life, to fill it 
full, and then see how dearly it all shows God." 
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" Please, will yon not tell me m what no poet has 
sud? All my life have I been to myself translated 
through music and art aod poetry. Will yoa not speak 
to me quite simply, in not many words — as ii I were 
Emily, or some one who is quite different to me?" 

He smiled down at her. **As if you were Miss 
Bishop 1 " he repeated. ** What an idea ! That I oan> 
not imagine I Her soul is as limpid as a meadow-pool. 
Mo one is quite like you. I am afraid when you ask 
me to interpret you to yourself. But if I most, then I 
shall say to you, just as I should to a child, ' Little 
girl, it is God that is stirring the waters of your soul. 
Do not be afraid of the waves I'" 

She kept her wide, childlike eyes on his face. " And 
what to do?" she said. 

" I should say, work, work for others. It is the great 
creative impolse that is so stirring you. And the world 
is full of things to do." 

" Oh, it is as if I could not wait to know more of 
life. I long to live and die, and mourn and rejoice — 
everything I would do to get the heart out of things. 
It is as if I heard but the first not«s of a great sym- 
phony. Ach, I cannot wait to hear it all — all the 
wood-winds and the softest violins — the whole Bcore 
I want." 

'* Why not go down with Miss Bishop to the mill- 
girls in the Settlement. Take some classes and make 
friends. You 'II get the whole symphony there — all 
the movements." 

"Could I? Butwhathavel that they would want?" 

" Yourself. Just that I Lose your life in their lives. 
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* WboBoeyer loseth bis life, shall find it,' the greatest 
Poet has promiBed." 

" X will I " she oried softly. " At once I will tell 
Emily, and I will give them all what is in my heart. 
Kow I most go quiokly home. It strikes six." She 
held out her hand with a joyous laugh. 

** Wait a moment I There is one other thiog I have 
wanted to say to you — if I had the courage. You 
need not be repeUed. I beg you to pray. Eren s rank 
heathen can pray, so it is no surrender. It is only — 
only like opening a window on the side of the house 
where there is a view." 

" Onoe — the other day — I think I have prayed — 
— bat not — - not to God ! " 

'* If you 're been on monntaiU'tops and felt the 
stillness, or if great music has lifted your spirit, or 
if you 've forgotten self for another, then you 've 
prayed." 

" Does that make to pray ? Often, often have I felt 
sol" 

" View and musto and generous deed — they are 
God speaking. What you feel is prayer. But you are 
shivering. Go home, little girl I Good-night I " 

** Good-night! But you have made the daylight in 
my mind 1 " 

She had gone a few steps down through the twilight 
and left him watching her, when she turned and ran 
back. " You will not misunderstand ? " she said breath- 
lessly. " I have said much. I have seemed to change 
in all ways. I will take back nothing, but — but I will 
have no talk of Bibles and hymns and oharok — and 
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pray-ineetiDgs,as yonoall th«m. Acb, I hate it I Such 
stupidity [ A» if we, were not quite free to ouraeWesI 
You will undenbuid ? " 

He laughed gently. " I do andentand I " he said. 
" You have been quite clear." 
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A WIDEB VIKW 

f ATHEB S.TAS wu picking the yellow leares off hii 
geraDiumi. As be worked, the canary swinging in the 
window £irted down seeds and drops of water on his 
ghiny oassook. In the worn horsehair chair by the 
table, the gray kitt«n was taking a nap. Cheerful 
e&ongh looked the shabby little room in the afternoon 
Bonshine, which brought oat the virid reds and browns 
and greens in Albrecht Diirer's Four Temperaments 
around the walla, and the blue in the Madonna's 
mantle in the MuriUo over the fireplace. Behind the 
glass doors of the tall bookcases stood the Fathers of 
the Church, in a sombre uniform of worn leather ; and 
on the top of the laden desk there was room for an old 
ivory crucifix. Out through the plant-filled window lay 
the small square of garden, with its covered borders, 
and beyond the garden, the brown frame church with 
the squat belfry. 

When geraniums and begonias had all been at- 
tended to, and bird been greeted, Father Byan leaned 
over the aquarium on the centre-table, and gently 
poked the goldfish with his spectacles. 

"Comfortable, soulless little sinners," he mused, 
" what I keep yon for I don't know. Now, a dog is a 
friend, and a cat is a puzzle, and a bird is a joy, but 
what's a goldfish? Ah, I have it! You 're symbols, 
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little fish. Yon 're the gleaming, wayward, porpoaeless 
thoaghts that dart through prayer. You are distrao- 
tiona in the crystal depths of meditation, in and oat 
of tfa« rocks of thought, feeding on whatever floats 
by. God bless you for the lesson, little sinners!" And 
turning from tiie aquarinm, he opened the elaborate, 
bandpainted tobacco-jar presented to him by the Young 
Ladies' Sodality, and filted his old clay pipe. Then 
he poked the fire, and transferring the sleepy kitten 
carefully to the sofa, with its forbidding luxuriance of 
aofa cushions, he seated himself and took up his Dante. 

Presently, the door was opened and a voice said, 
" Yea, Father." 

" What is it, Honora ? " he responded over hie spec- 
tacles. 

The opening in the hall widened, and revealed a 
strapping, red>headed, bare-armed young woman in a 
water-streaked calico gown. 

" I thought 't was oallin' me ye were, Father, an' 
me in the tubs with the altar-linen and the snrplicea." 

**! beg yoar pardon, Honora," came the suave 
answer. " Yon mistook my Italian for your name. I 
was reading aloud, ' queste honore.' The sounds are 
similar, you see." 

"They arel Shure,ye 're right! An' me from Kerry 
with an Oitalian name ! " And her round laugh came 
back after she had dipped in her surplioes. 

But hardly had the reading alond been resumed 
when the house jangled with the tinny door-bell. The 
kitchen-door opened and slammed, and again Honora's 
head appeared in the doorway. 
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" Ladies ! " she said in a loud whisper. ** Bale ones I 
I saw 'em be;aot the chnrob." 

" Show them in, real or unreal," he laughed. And 
in a moment he could hear Honora's greeting. 

" Hia Rir'rence is in, shure, radiu' Oitalian to the 
cat an* the bird an' the goldfish. Ye 're betther com- 
pany than thim, an' no flatterin' ye I " And she flung 
the door royally wide. 

" An angel's Tiait," the old priest cried, taking Miu 
Hathaway' B cordial hand. 

" Xot with the behaTior of angelB, tiiongh," she ez> 
claimed. " Angels are supposed to do favors, not to 
ask them. But first, let me introduce my friend, Miss 
Ton Merreldt." 

Ha took Mai^ot's half-reluctant hand with a long 
look. **At any rate, I shall not be entertaining them 
unawares. I hare seen you before, and I have not for- 
gotten you, Miss Ton Merreldt," he said, smiling. 

The color surged to Mai^t's face. "I remember 
your roses," she answered, drawing her hand away. 

" I am glad they still bloom in your memory," be 
said, as they found seats, Margot throned on the coach 
amoi^ the resplendent pillows, the kitteu in her lap. 

" And you haTe been over the ocean since I saw 
yon last?" he went on to Miss Hathaway. 

" Yes, after college, last summer, I went to FieTC 
di Cadore, — too late, though, for the lilaoa, — and 
then into the hill-towns of Italy." 

" Ah, you did ! When I contract the malady called 

octogenarianiBm, I shall get myself sent from the 

Patch to PicTe di Cadore," he said, with a smile. 
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"As you came, I was reading Dante for the fifth 
time, and throngh him, looking down into Italy, as 
you do from Piere." 

He could feel Margot's eyea on him as she stroked 
the kitten. But he oould not guess that she was think- 
ing him a finely artistic old figure as he sat against 
the plant-filled window, under the bird-oage. As an 
artistio figure was the last gnesa he would ever have 
made as to how he might strike the world — he, a 
white-headed, wrinkled old priest in a shabby cassock. 

" Your audience, at any rate, is not critical trf your 
pronunciation," Miss Hathaway laughed. 

" They are quiet listeners — all of them except my 

bird. My bird shows me what musical speech is as I 

stumble along in Italian. Now, I will show you how 

he will correct me." And he quoted, — 

" Per me d V* nella citta dolODte, 

But the canary burst into a flood of song that grew 
loader as they laughed. 

" I differ with your critical bird," Miss Hathaway 
declared; "your Italian is most lovely. You have 
spoken at some time in Tuscany, surely." 

" For ten years, yea. I was English chaplain at the 
Duomo as a young priest. When I picture heaven, I 
see Ghiherti's doors to let me in." And his eyes lighted 
with a sudden tear. 

Miss Hathaway drew in a little breath. " Oh, from 
there to — to — " 

" To the Patch? " be finished. "It is a drop, and 
you wonder." A flush came into his wrinkled face. 
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" Tee, if I ma; be permitted to wonder. I know we 
worldlings are not supposed to wonder at the deep 
things of the spirit. Do you not wonder, Miss Ton 
Merreldt?" 

" It could not be a much wider drop," Marmot said 
quietly, amazement still in ber eyes as she listened. 

" You will see that it is not so great a drop as you 
would imagine," he said, a shade of reminiscence in 
his tone. " To one who loves humanity, the Patch is 
full of Carrara marble, ready for the chiseL What 
humble neighborhood is n't 1 But yon will see t After 
Florence, I was in Bome, in a cardinal's household. 
I was in heaven with all the art, the beauty. Then I 
began to suspect myself. Art was coming between 
me and our Ijord. In the Sistine, one day, it was as if 
Angelo himself spoke to me, and bade me go out and 
make beauty out of the clay of the humble. So I asked 
for a far land — for America — to get quite away 
from the life that so tempted me. I pleaded for no 
riches — and but little cleveniese! Thatisalong time 
ago. You have seen some of my masterpieces — Mrs. 
Flynn and Mr. Flanagan." 

" They are quite rare in their simpleness and their 
beautiful bearU," Ma^ot found herself answering. 

"There is nothing rarer. And the lad Denny! 
How exquisite hie spirit was I But yon see what is my 
passion." And he shrugged a bit as he laughed. *' It is 
in the humble places that you get your purest marble." 

" But it is because you are a Michael Angelo," Miss 
Hathaway sud. " I could n't make masterpieces oat 
of any kind of hnmau marble." 
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" Yes, but you can and you do," be protested, bis 
eyes alight in bis earnestness. "And after all, it's 
God that does it, tracing the fine lines of His design. 
We but cbip and hammer a tittle, chisel a little, and 
then give Crod thanks." 

" But not always is it a masterpiece," Mai^t said, 
a little coldly. 

" Sometimes, perhaps not," he answered, so gently 
andsoregretfuUy that ehe felt the discord of her objeo- 
tioD. "ButthenGod'sthdoryof artis notours. Some- 
times what is a failure to us is a great work of art to 
Him. It is masterly, in His eyes, I am sure, to love 
Him and trust Him even when we know that we hare 
made af ulure of ourBelres, or when we keep beginning 
over and over again when we have despaired of our- 
selves." He paused a moment with a smile wrinkling 
bis thin cheeks. "Now, Honors, who let you in," he 
added. " Honora is a masterpiece, so far. I foond her 
in a saloon-door a year ago. Nov she washes the altar 
linens I " 

They laughed with him, and again the canary's song 
trilled in. 

** I can see that Miss von Merveldt ts interested in 
your optimism," Miss Hathaway said. " As I came , 
down here, I found her just returning from a Girls' 
Club in the Settlement. It will give her course in 
her new work to hear what can be done." 

The old man let his eyes rest on Margot's downcast 
face. "God will bless you, my child," he said. 

Miss Hathaway flashed a look at Margot's hot cheek 
and then exclaimed, " But I must not forget my errand 
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and beep 700 from your Duite. I came to ask a great 
h,vov. I hesitate." And she glanced over at the tall 
bookcase with its theolo^cal array. 

" You vonld do me a great faror if you would let 
me oblige you," he said. 

*' I remember so well your kindaess two years ago, 
when you lent me Francois de Sales for my seyen- 
teentb-oeutury French literature course. And now 
I't* come to borrow agtun, a greater treasure atill — ■ 
the Angelio Doctor. May I have Thomas Aquinas 7 
I shall give better Dante lectures if I may." 

"Indeed yon may, and gladly," he answered, rising 
to open the bookcase. Miss Hathaway at his side. 

Mai^t sat watching them, half preoccupied with 
their effectiveness, half with the novel tone of their 
conversation. Sach graceful and genial discourse upon 
things appertaining to the spirit, she had never imag- 
ined. And effective they were as they stood together : 
he, tall and thin in his black gown, his white head 
thrown back as he peered up at the Fathers over his 
glasses, bis forefinger running along the shelf — 
" Augustine, Ambrose, Athanasius — Aquinas, here 
be is " ; she, eager, vivid, in her long purple cape. 

Then, turning to Mai^t, " Is there not something 
I can lend you?" be said. "Perhaps I have some- 
thing your college shelves have not, that would illumin- 
ate a course." 

"I think not, thank yon," she answered, still coldly. 
She could not at all imagine that he wonid have any- 
thing that would be illuminating to her. The shock of 
finding herself calling upon him had aroused all the 
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old ant^oniBin. " I am a materialist. I am a Monist. 
I have DO — " 

" So, in the beginning, vere many of the lunta," 
he said with a smile. " Angusttne, for instance. I have 
many friends who call themselves pagans. I tell them 
they are the whetstones of the spirit" So simple and 
so sincere was his manner, and bo kind his old bine 
eyes, that she half answered his smile. 

" At any rate, you shall have some violets from my 
cold-frames," he insisted, as they vent towards the 
door. "You shall remember me with flowers again, 
Miss von Merreldt." 

" Do you know," Miss Hathaway broke in, continue 
ing the old line of talk, " testhetioally, I am so in love 
with the thought of prayer — " 

" The flowering of the spirit in the sonsbiDe of God's 
&ce," the old priest interjected softly. 

"Ah, lovely ! You have made it forever more beau- 
tiful to me. I am so in love with the idea of prayer 
that sometime " — she turned her radiant, vivid face 
to him — "sometime I shall give a course in the his- 
tory of Prayer. It will be an ecstasy to teach it." 

They stopped at the cold-frame. 

" You have said a very profound and beautiful 
thing!" he exclaimed. "It is the supernatural that 
you are in love with, and that, the whole world needs 
these days. It is the overman, the higher than man, 
that calls to yon. And when we pray, then we are, for 
those few minutes, just so much overmen." 

Margot was listening so keenly that she had lost 
all resistance. He was giving a strange new meaning 
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to the Ubermflmch, and yet a meaning quite as logical 
as the old. And he was indirectly pleading for prayer 
JDBt as Helm had done. She stood watching him with 
less and less suspicion as he swung back the sashes and 
the violet sweetness filled the ur. 

*' All the more reason iEor my course, then, tn my 
ideal nniTersity," Miss Hathaway went on. " But 
don't pick all your violets. They will be sweet on a 
shrine." 

" The heart of a friend is a shrine, is it not? " he 
said, separating the blossoms and leaves into two 
little bunches. " And yon will come again some day 
and tell me what Aquinas has said to you — a grave 
doctor of the early church to a young woman of the 
twentieth century? " 

He took oS his beretta and stood with his white 
head bared in the late afternoon sun. 

" We will come," Miss Hathaway promised. 

And tbey went away with his " Grod bless you I " and 
his smile following them to the gate. 

"You've fot^ven ma for bringing you?" Misa 
Hathaway pleaded when they had turned the corner. 
" I forced yon to come, of course. Bat I knew that 
after a sewing-class at the Wheel House you needed 
something refreshing and picturesque. And he is 
both, isn't he?" 

" He is far different from what I have im^ned," 
Margot said. " I have never known one before. I have 
not ever wished to." 

"Oh, it is well to know all sorts and kinds of 
people," the other declared, as they tamed briskly up 
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the hill. " I am eager on the scent of every new type 
of personality." 

" It is only what is stupid and ugly that I have 
scorned," Margot said. " To me there hare been only 
those two divisions of people — the stupid, ugly people 
that I have loathed — and the clever, artistic people." 

*'Ah, hut how do we know! Some stupid people 
are so clever in heroism, and gome ogly people are so 
lovely in spiriL As Father Ryan said, we don't know 
who the masterpieces are. But come and have some 
tea in my rooms, my dear." 

So in a few minutes, Mai^t found herself in the 
candlelight in Miss Hathaway's library, sitting in the 
gondola chair against a strip of old green vestment 
brocade. The kettle was singing over the logs and 
Miss Hathaway was setting forth Canti Galli cups and 
■ancerB, and honey and breadsticks. They talked but 
little over their tea, and of just casoal things. Margot 
told of her Thanksgiving and of the child and of a 
walk to the Emerald Spring. Miss Hathaway was full 
of the music she had beard in Boston and of the place 
in which she had dined. But when Margot got np to 
go, she bade her wait a minute, and, going to the old 
Italian oak table, took up a paper lying there. 

" Speaking of prayers," she said, patting her arm 
around Maigot's shoulder, "speaking of them just 
from a literary standpoint, jost for their lyrical value, 
I want yon to see this from Hnyamans. I 've copied 
it for you. To me, it is quite wonderful, it is so 
hnman and so universal." And she held oat the little 
paper. 
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** I will read it at home, by myself," Margot said, 
*< and I thank you for it and — for the boar that was 
made so picturesque — by the priest." 

"And yon will tell me what you think of my 
prayet-lyrio ? " 

Margot hesitated. " If I jost think — yes, I will tell. 
If I feel — then, oo, I cannot telll " 

"Bat that is what I want, my dear, — that you 
should feel. Good-night t " 

Aa she crossed the campus, Landschad came down 
the steps of the Science Building and caught up with 
ber. Over her ontstretohed hand be bent low, kissing 
it with a warmth that made ber blood tingle. 

** Since the ride it is a very long time," he said. 
" Soon will the time oome when you will let me think 
of yon?" 

" You will know," she answered, drawing away her 
band, " when the time has come." 

After the work at the Settlement and the boor with 
the priest, bis words and manner made a wild reac- 
tion, a sudden temptation. 

" When it is too late, I suppose, then I may think 
of you?" he said bitterly. 

Under a flaring arc-light she flashed him a smile, 
"Or when — when to me it is quite clear that it — it 
never too late can be," she answered, turning into the 
poet-ofBce. 

He stood a moment under the stars. " It may yet 
be mine, then — the race against faith," he said with 
a long breath. " It is a close running." 
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CHAPTEE XVI 

THBOUOH A DEEP 8TEEAM 

Xhe Ci«nnan mail always otune in late, and to-night 
the only envelope in the box was the familiar thick 
one with the German stamp and the bold address. 
That went into her bag with the prayer, and had to 
wait for its reading until her own lamp made another 
in the constellation of dormitory lights arotmd the 
campns. Then half unwillingly, she broke the seal 
and read: — 

VnxA WoTAN, Lkipzio, 

20 Narember, 19— 
LlEBEB Ubebhensch — (that I cannot say on thy 
English) 
Thy Letters betray, thee. Thou art foi^tting me 
so soon, as I have been foretelling thee. Some Change 
is coming to thee. Thou canst not hide thy Heart from 
me. Is it a new Point of View in Art ? Hast thou for- 
sworn Secession and bought thyself — perhaps a Hoff- 
man ? Or is it a new Theory of dreBsing thy Hair ? 
Dost thou no longer wear the golden Braids around 
Ae fine Lines of thy Head? Anything but that! 
Anything but a Treachery to Beauty! For truly the 
Americans that I see here, with their foolish Pompa- 
donrs, as meaningless and as little related to their 
Heads as a Gothic Roof over a Greek Facade, make 
me to fear for thy Loyalty to Art. Lose, Kind, thy 
Chance of Heaven — if Heaven there were — rather 
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than to lose th« inre Sense of the best Lines of thy 
Head, thy Shoaldera, Neck, and Bust! And next to 
Sense of Line, keep Sense of Color. Color speaks to 
those who are iotelligeDt. Dost recall our Litany of 
Color made that wondrous Evening in Venice when 
Emilio was brining us in from the Lido just at 
Sunset? It began something like this, nicht wtia? 

" BIn« of HesTen, fill me with Mightinen, 
Green of Sea- Water, fill me with Scorn, 
Gold of the After-glow, fill me with Eottmsj, 
Porple of Evening, fill me with Mom, 
Sculet Hid Baffron >nd rose, be the Flame in me, 
Violet, cool m« t — tum-ti-ti-tiun." 

I cannot go on. Canst thou? Ach, how joyons we 
were! All is gray here. The antunin Rains are fall- 
ing. Lottohen's Mother has died at last. The Child 
bores me with her stupid red Eyes and her Silence. 
She should be thankful that the End has come. The 
Mother was sentimentalisch with her Prayers and her 
Virtues. Always I have felt that she has held back 
Lottchen from the Freedom we have been offering 
her. The Garden is hare. I had von Leoknow and 
Lindemann and Carla for Music before Yesterday. 
It was Dvorak. Carla is wild over Lindemann, hot 
like a Flame — and he amuses himself with her. His 
Wif^ is in Paris with the Opera. It will be amusing, 
indeed, when Madame will come Home I The Mnsio 
dragged. I played like — the DeviL Von Tolpitz still 
sends Roses for thy Piano, and comes many Times 
to ask. I tell him the whole Truth — that thou art 
changing — and that it will be some American who 
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is so rich that he does oot know Goethe froca Worth, 
and thinks Gritlparzer to be a Cheese. I have fancied 
thee with thy Relatives — a praying Lot, thou sudstl 
And I have laughed much to think of thee with thy 
Head bowed as thy long-coated Coasin gives all the 
News to the Heavenly Father in a Prayer of Thanks. 
Write what thon dost, not to offend and not to be dis- 
loyal to thyself. Forget not " Behind thy Thoughts 
and Feelings, my Brother, should be a more powerful 
Intercessor, an unknown Being, which is called Self." 
In thy Studies all goes well, of course. They most be 
the Child's Play to thee. Is the Science worth thy 
Time? Thou hast oot written of thy Herr Professor. 
How goes thy English? As thou seest, I hold my 
Promise to write thee on thy new Speech, but I am 
looking much in the Dictionary. The Cough still is 
makiog me much Trouble, especially during the Night. 
And my Bones in my Dinner-Gowns are hideous ] I 
become old and ugly. I fear thy Love to go when 
June comes and thou hast seen me. The Bergahom 
(that Word I cannot find in the Dictionary) by thy 
Father's Arbor has blown down. A Montii on the 
Ryffel Alp with tbee and I convalesce. Thy 

Hadwtg. 

I read now for the fifth Time the newest Dramatic 
of Ibsen, "Hedda Gabler." She takes bold of me. 
You must know her. Ach, but I miss tbee I How can 
I wait for June I 

" The inn — the Bon comes I 
The night is long t " 

Twice Margot read her letter. After the first read- 
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log, her impalBe was to break lier lieart in weeping. 
Tlien she reread it slowly, spreading the sheets on 
the table under the lamp. That reading left her with 
no thought of tears. We weep only for fresh sorrows, 
new disiUusiooments ; those that are old we look at 
with dry eyes and wish that we might weep. This 
disillusionment seemed suddenly as old as life itself — 
this gulf between her and Frtinlein Hadwig, as wide 
and shoreless as the ocean had seemed that day she 
left Bremen outward bound. The old shore upon which 
they two had stood so firmly and joyously together wag 
quite gone down behind the sky. And as one by one 
the painful things in the letter came back to her, she 
knew clearly, and at last calmly, that it was the meaa- 
uH of the change in herself. The objectiveness of her 
mental attitude convioted her of being irrevocably 
altered in mind. Then she went over the letter ^ain 
from the beginning, separating its talk into the things 
that were still parallel with her thought, and those 
that met her spirit at a sharp right angle. 

The beginning " Ubermensch " brought a bitter 
smile to her lips. Oh, the proud foolishness of their 
ignorance! What children they had been, playing 
themselves gods. It had been a pretty play. Then all 
the delicate irony in the matter of the change in her, 
the emphasis npou line and color as the supreme ideals. 
Poverty and sickness and death were not considerate 
of line and color, she had been learning. And then 
poor little Lottchen's sorrow. The red eyes and the 
silence of grief " stupid " I What about Fraulein Hiid- 
wig's own mother? For the first time in all the years 
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of their intimate association, it had oooarred to her to 
wonder aboat Fraulein Hadwig'a mother. Then the 
jeers at the "praying relatives," and the prond hard 
lines from Nietseohe. She cmihed the sheets into a 
mass and, throwing them on the logs, set a match to 
the fire. Watching the blaze creep and climb and leap, 
she thought again of Lottchen, of the dead mother 
for whom the girl bad so lovingly worked, the rosy- 
eheeked woman who had come always on Sunday to 
take the little daughter to the Thieigarten and had 
left her again at night with so many kisses. Poignantly 
now it all stood oat to her, that relationship that had 
meant so little to her, and with it there came suddenly 
a great reverence for Lottchen, who bad been so loyal 
to what she and her mother believed, in the face of 
the "freedom," as Fraulein Hadwig had called it, at 
file Villa Wotan. On its impulse she found herself at 
her desk, beginning a letter that read : — 

Mein LIEBE8 Lottchen, — 

My Heart aches for thee now that thy dear Mother 
has gone. I remember her so well and the Nosegays 
she has always brought on my Birthday, and the 
Babbits' E^gs at Easter, and the little Cedar Tree at 
Chriatmas. I know how thy Heart must ache, and how 
the Tears come and come. But — 

She stopped. What else was there to say? Bat 

what? Ab, could she but say to little Lottchen what 

Dr. Goddard had said to her about her father with such 

certainty — " When you see your father face to face I " 

1S7 
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What would the little maid think should she read 
after that " But," " you will see your mother some day 
face to face in a great clearness and a great light " ? 
She sat long, biting her pen, stating at the words. 
Then, at last, reaching for her check-book, she wrote 
something to Lottohen's order, and finished her letter. 

But be thy hrare Self till June when I shall see 
thee and we shall have the old joyous Times together. 
Take Franlein Hadwig in great Care and thy dear 
Self too. What a merry Meeting we ahall have when 
I am coming Home I At that Time, I want the Roses 
blooming in the Garden and in thy Cheeks. 
Thy loving Friend, 

Margot von Meeveldt. 

When it was done, addressed and sealed, it left a 
strange mood — a homesickness for a home that was 
not and that never had been. Was it the mother-cry 
in her heart? she wondered. It was a longing for 
something so sweet that even the longing was itself 
full of sweetness. Was it, perhaps, a prayer, as a 
heathen might pray, blooming as timidly in her mind 
as a snowdrop in March? It was a wonderful feeling, 
so still and calm and sure, and yet full of wishing. She 
let it wrap her round, tissue as it was of vague su^es- 
tion of Denny, of the prayer at St. Hilda's, of Doro- 
thea's prayer, of Alston's faith, of what Helm had 
ui^ed as a way to peace, and of what the old priest 
had said that very afternoon, — " Prayer is the flower- 
ing of the spirit in the sunshine of Ood's face." It 
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was bexpreisibly sweet to fancy ber spirit softly un- 
folding as she sat there in the twilight So near did 
she feel to something just beyond her sight that she 
was reminded of the words of the blind girl in the 
Maeterlinck play — "I think there most be stars — I 
hear them." It was indeed as if she were listening to 
stars as she abandoned herself to the new feeling. 
Then she remembered Miss Hathaway's prayer, and 
taking from her bag the little folded paper, she read : 
" Lord, have mercy on tiio Christian who doubts, on 
the nnbeliever who longs to believe, on the gaUey-alare 
who, in the night, steers out alone on the sea of the 
world under a sky no longer lighted with the torch of 
his old hope." 

But a rush of footsteps down the hall and Emily's 
voice among many other girl voices, calling her name, 
made her run to the door. " We are the committee 
for the Christmas tree at the Wheel House, and we 
need you," Emily declared. 

" Welcome I " she cried. " It is just the right time 
at which yon have come. I need to work I " 

Daring those busy weeks that followed, Alston did 
Dot by any means live only in her memory. Twice be 
made her a little calL The first time Emily bad an- 
nounced bim. It had been on a rainy Saturday after- 
noon, when Margot was playing in the Music Building, 
deep in a pile of new things from Schirmer, and Emily 
bad burst in upon ber with " That darling of a man 
u here with his dog ] " Emily had come with her to 
see bim, and there had been a jolly trio of talk for a 
while. And then Emily, remembering a tea-party, had 
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gone, and be had told Margot of his ocmTenatiotu 
with Dorothea aboat her, and he had made her pro- 
mise to come to Studle; during the Chriatmaa vaeatioa. 
He had seemed to know all about her plans for the 
holidays. And when she had explained that a week of 
the time belonged to her lawyers in Kew York, he bad 
arranged, in quite a matter-of-fact faahtoD, that she 
should hare Christmas at the Parsonage and then give 
one whole day to snowsboes and the study of rabbit- 
tracks and deer-trails and fox-prints in the woods. 
That study, he had assured her, was worth more than 
a whole ooU^^ ooorse, because it taught people how to 
■tay young and keep sane — and that was what do 
college professor conld do. His next visit was more 
brief. He brought her a basket of snow-apples, and 
found her dressing for tableaox in the Gym. So a 
moat lovely white-armed Valkyrie in obeesecloth and 
gilded pasteboard came to greet him, while the hall 
was filling with Hector and Andromache, and Rodei^ 
iok Dbn and Ellen Douglas, and the Jessamy Bride 
and Olirer Goldsmith and other citizens of the 
dassic world. He went away with the day set for 
studying snow^hien^lyphios, and with a thrilling 
new picture for the gallery Love was building into 
his lite. 

That nigbt, aa he sat alone with Sandy, he let his 
pipe go oat many times. The hopelesaneBS of bis 
dreams, he had convinced himself, gave him entire 
liberty to dream. It was just because nothing would 
ever come of such dreams — because nothing could 
ever come of them — that he was going to let himself 
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go, and dream as wildly as he would. After relighting 
his pipe for the nth time, he went to the bookoase 
and, pulling out a bulky atlas, looked up Leipzig. 
Seeing the name sitting there in the pale yellow of 
Germany gave him an intimate sort of pleasure. 

*' Aha, Sandy I " he said, closing the atlas wttb a 
hang ; " that 's the place I " 

Landschad, too, saw the nhite-armed Valkyrie in 
the tableaux that night, from the extreme rear of the 
Grymnaaium. He half closed his eyes, looking at her 
dreamfully as she did the only thing possible for a 
Valkyrie to do with so limited a stage equipment — hold 
aloft a gleaming cardboard sword. How symbolical 
she was of herself, he mused. It was not yet too late, 
his chance, she had told him. Would that she might 
keep the wild, free mind of a Valkyrie, daughter of » 
god I Truly, during these days he was plunged in the 
thought of her, a thought quickened by her half- 
admitted uncertainty of mind, and by every one of the 
four weekly periods in the laboratory, when he watched 
her intentjy dissecting tissues and membranes. And, 
used as he was to studying delicate structures, it was 
not hard to see a faint, subtle change in her expres- 
sion, a sweetness and depth coming into the eyes she 
lifted when be came down the line and took up her 
note-book. Were her eyes so sweet when lifted to 
others ? On some of these days his hopes ran high ; he 
found her lesponsiTe to his cynicism, homesick for 
things German, willing momentarily to laugh at so- 
lemniiies. Once, she let him have a bruised rose she 
had taken from her belt and laid on her note-book. 
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She even smiled at his adroitness in smuggling the 
rose before the keen and alert eyea of the class. The 
little flower transaction bad established an understand- 
ing that quickened his pulse. But the next day, she 
had forgotten it. Browning, a small worn volume, lay 
among her glasses and instruments, and she was on- 
responsive enough. 

Once, during these passionate days, he overtook 
Miss Hathaway on the campus, and led her to the 
Musio Building, to Boom 14, where Margot was hard 
at work at Grieg. After she had flushed a Uttle and 
greeted them, she seemed too much interested in her 
music to mind whether they were audience or not, and 
played on into forgetfulness of them. 

Afterwards, on the campus. Miss Hathaway said, 
with a little sigh, " It's like watching the flowers in 
the southern seas, through the glass-bottomed boats, 
to get these deep-down glimpses into snob a nature." 

" I hare seen such blooming only when it is love that 
warms the currents," be answered. 

" That 's the man of it, of course 1 Now, a woman 
oan feel the infinitely more delicate temperature that 
is due to awakening spirit." 

He laughed. " To me, it is qnite the woman, at any 
rate, that yon show. Yon are not logical. * Soul is only 
a name for a Something that is of the Body, and that 
Something is Lore.' That is what Nietzsche says." 

" When you fall in love," she said meaningly, "you 

will learn the difference between soul and body — that 

is, if you love in vain. Failure will be more eduoational 

than success in year case." And she laughed softly. 

192 
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" Acb, no ! " he oried, with s note of bitterness in 
his answeriog laugh. " Wish me do fulnres t I vill 
rather lose the chance that I am educated." 

The evening before college closed, when the Christ- 
mas tree at the Wlieel House was over, and the bandies 
for the Patch, and tor Emily and her family, and a 
dozen or so college friends, were all tied with sumptu- 
ous red ribbon and holly, Margot sat in her kimono, 
drying her hair. The hair-dresser had juat left, and 
M^dore, a little Canadienne from the mill region, 
was in the bedroom, busy over the packing. Emily sat 
by the lamp mending the raveled ends of her Dent 
gloves. 

'*! dread much the journey to New York after 
Christmas," Margot was saying. " Mr. Jarris says I 
shall be quite safe with M^dore. But it is yoar trains, 
Emilcben I Yon see, in the fall I have come up in my 
car; so never have I been on the rulway here." 

** Well, my dear, that is as simple as possible," 
Emily laaghed. " A baby could go from here to New 
York in all safety. But, of course, you 'U travel like 
a queen — and look like one — and then" — lower- 
ing her voice — " M^ore will flirt, so people may 
stare." 

"Ach,noI That is n't why I have fear. It is that 1 
shall be killed in your stations where all walk on the 
tracks, and there is no one to take the laggage, and 
one mast carry all the pack^es one's self. I have 
been fearing never to arrive in New York, and then 
with just my dressing-bag, which I shall clutch — 
sol" 

1» 
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"I do Dot fear jour getting nm orer, dear," Emily 
eud, tenderly lifting the long, sbining strands of still 
moist hair. "I fear only that you will get to New 
York and hear the steamship whistles from the harbor 
and fancy yoor fatherland calling to you and — " She 
stopped. There was a knock at the door, followed by 
the sound of sbufBing feet. 

" Come 1 " Margot cried. 

" It 's me, Miss, an' me two hands that full that I 
can't open the dure without letting it fall." 

Emily rushed to his assistance. "It's Mr. Flan- 
agan," she cried, in astonishment. 

" A merry Christmas t' ye both I " Flanagan said 
gayly, from behind the laden and lighted branches of 
the little tree he was carrying. 

It was a wondrous little tree, growii^ ont of the 
top of a snowy cake mountain, whose gleaming slopes 
were dotted with candy hearts and sugared cherries. 
A star trembled from the topmost bough and on the 
other branches perched tiny candles, and small oxen 
and sheep. It was a miracle of a Christmas tree. 

" Oh I Ob I " Margot exclaimed ecstatically, as Mr. 
Elanagan put it on the table, smiling radiantly. 

"It's f'r ye. Miss, — God bless ye! — from my 
sister Mrs. Flynn an' me. It's her that made it. 
She 's a great cuke, is me sister. In the anld eounthry 
she wormked for the Dook of Tollamore. An' with it 
goes oar respects, an' — be^in' yoor pardon — our 
love." 

He paused to wipe his face on his blae handker- 
chief. 
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THROUGH A DEEP STREAM 

"Aoh, Mr. Flanagan I It is too — " Margot was 
beginning. 

" But that is n't all I hare t' aay, Mibb. We prac- 
ticed it, me sister an' me did, an* afther tlie cake was 
aet down, 1 was t' say this t' ye. Ivery wan of thim 
little lights is a prayer fr ye, Miss. Ye may feel like 
this — that the good God hears yer name manny and 
manny a time irery day, an' He knows who we mane 
— though we can't jost say the name. It 's first in the 
early momin' that we say it t' Him, at the six o'clock 
Mass, an' likewise at night, the last thing before we 
slape, Miss — God lore ye I " 

Through tear-filled eyes Emily looked anxiously at 
Margot. The color flooded her neck and face as she 
held out both bands to the old man ; and to Emily, 
she had the smile of a young angel. 

" Vou have made me too much joy, Mr. Flanagan," 
she said softly. " I am not worth that yon should be 
so thinking of me. But I shall remember ever those 
dear times when you and Mrs. Flynn hare thoughts 
of me." 

And then, amid his cackling laughter, she and 
Emily loaded him with red-ribboned parcels. 

When he had gone, stammering his good-byes, and 
takiog off and putting on the shabby old hat he had 
left on the floor outside, Emily closed the door. Mar- 
got stood silent by the little tree. Suddenly, she looked 
np and held out her arms. 

" Emilchen," she said, " it reminds me of a story that 
I have read when I was quite a little child. Yon will 
listen and see. It was FhUip August, the king of the 
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Franks, and h« was in a great tempest in th» Sicilian 
seas, and at midnight he said to the sailors, who were 
in muoh fear, and to the wild waves, ' Hash \ Be still I 
It is the time when the monks at Clurraux arise to 
pray.' Andsolshallsajtliebchenl" 
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CHAFTEB Xm 

OV£B A HIGH TTTT.T. 

Xn the three days before Christmaa Mrs. Qoddard 
fully enjoyed the big German automobile, and in a 
borrowed fur coat, grew reconciled even to Kaiser as 
a part of the unquestionably distingnished turnout. 
During these days there was much flying up and down 
the Biver Road, shopping from town to town. On each 
of the afternoons, Alston came for tea, professedly just 
dropping in from a quite usual tramp. The little party 
was pleasant in the firelight, Dorothea and Margot 
on their knees making toast over the coals, Lucy solic- 
itous over the black lustre teapot, Alston in the deep 
leather chair, not counting his cups. One day Dr. 
Goddard joined them in time tor the last brewing, 
rallying Alston on the political squabbles in Somerset 
and urging him into politics as a reformer. Then be 
patted Dorothea's red hair^bows, and bacle her ask her 
cousin Mai^t just how good she had to be in order 
to get the Christ Child to come to see her, as He 
came to the little German girls and boys. Meanwhile, 
All Baba climbed to his knee, purring and blinking 
at the blaze, under the old man's gentle stroking. 
Then they dropped into music, and Maigot at the 
piano found herself remembering ancient German 
carols that she never had dreamed were lodged in her 
memory. Perhaps the remote echoes of her childhood 
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were aroused by Dorothea's earnest little piping of 
"Heilige Nacht," or her following, in little snatches, 
the old melody, — 

" Iht Kinderlein, kommet, O kommet doah bU, 
ZoT Krippe her kommet in Bethlehem's Stall, 
Uod leht vai in dieser hoob beiligeo Naoht 
Dei Vatei ini fiimmel flir Frende nna moohl.'' 

" And some French ones, too, please," Lnoj begged, 
leaniog down vith eyes that glistened. 
And Margot rambled on into 

"Entre les txBufs et I'Kne gtia, 
Don, don, don, le petit flU — 
Mills atigM diTuu, milte Berapbiiu, 
Tolent k reutoDT d« oa grand Dien," 

and then into " Adeste Fideles," while Lucy looked 
into the fire, and Alston drew Dorothea to Ids knee, 
and Dr. Goddard said to himself, as he had already 
sud so many times : " So von Merveldt has sent his 
child to me I It is his answer to my letter." And then 
he looked at Alston, who was looking at Margot. 

The day before Christmas, a snowstorm blew np 
the valley, and by night the garden was white. Alston 
had stayed to help with the tree, and to keep an 
annual engagement with Dorothea just before her 
early bedtime. She had explained it all to Margot, 
how Uncle John, when he was a little boy, had gone 
out on snowy Christmas Eves and flashed a light into 
the eyes of the sleepy snowbirds among the oedar 
boughs, and had caught a little bird and brought it into 
the house for a Christmas supper. And Margot and 
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Dorothea had spread the soowbird's sapper in a minia- 
ture forest among the plants in the library, and then, 
with Alston, had crept into the white garden. The 
storm was over. The houae-lights sparkled on the 
omat. Dorothea held a band of each as they crunched 
down to the cedars. 

" Your Christmas snowbirds are like the Christmas 
roses in my home," Margot whispered. "With as, 
who gets a Christmas rose, gets much joy from the 
ChrbtChUd." 

"That's what mother says," Dorothea explained 
softly, "that these are the Christ Child's birds, and 
that He will give a great present to the one that takes 
the little bird o£E the boi^h. Oh, I hope it will be I — 
or you. Uncle John !" 

" Why not Miss Ton Merveldt?" Alston suggested. 
"You and I onght to let her catch the little American 
snowbird." 

"No, not Cousin Margot," the child protested. 
"She has everything — grandmother said so when we 
were buying her present" 

" I, mein Kind ? Ach, of some things I have no- 
thing ! I need much your little bird." 

Alston laughed softly as he lifted Dorothea over 
the drifted border. *' But you think I need the little 
bird? Is it for cravats or slippers or handkerchiefs 
or — " 

"Not gifts like those," Dorothea whispered. "Not 
things yon buy or make, mother says, — but things 
you feel. You know, Uncle John, — heart-things I " 

"Heart-things!" Alston repeated. "Not even the 
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Christ Child's birds can do much for me there, I 'm 
afraid." And he laughed again softly, and held back 
the snow-laden branches. " S>s-h I There they are ! " 

Across the pale end of a long beam of light, he led 
them on into the dark of the cedars. They crept low 
under the boughs, Dorothea's hand trembling in 
Margot's, ready for the capture. Presently, there was 
a flash in their eyes, and in the eyes of a row of downy, 
huddled birds on a limb just over their heads. Doro- 
thea gave a emothered shriek of delight and reached 
up. Alston struck another match. It sputtered and 
weut out. In the dark there was the soft Sutter of 
wings and then the stifled twittering of a frightened 
bird. 

" Ach, he has flown into my neck, the liebling!** 
Margot cried. " I will hold him dose for thee, kind- 
oheu, — close until Mr. Alston has made a light." 

And when another match flu^d up, there, nestling 
between Ma^ot's neck and her fur collar, was a small 
brownish bird. 

** To him who hath," Alston said, smiling down 
into her eyes in the brief minute of light. 

<* The dear I Please, please, give him to me 1 " 
Dorothea pleaded. 

But the bird fluttered down deeper into the high 
collar until Alston caught him in the darkness, and 
gave him to the child. In that moment he had 
touched the soft under-onrve of Margot's cheek. 

" The gift will be yours, Cousin Margot,'* Dorothea 
said, as they went back over the snow. " Grand- 
mother will be surprised." 
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Alston followed them silently. 

" It is truly thy bird, liebchen I " Margot answered. 
" It was in the darh he has flown to me. If he had 
seen he would not have oome. But I will share the 
gift with thee." 

" And with Uncle John," Dorothea called hack. 

" If he wiU have what I give," Margot called after 
her. 

Out of the little silence Alston's voice came quietly, 
" Do you not know, by this time, that I should want, 
and he thankful for, whatever you would give 
me?" 

The new tone moved her like a sudden C minor, 
Toz humana, on the organ. Or it was as if he had sud- 
denly opened a door where she had known no door, 
and given her a new landscape. Her heart sent the 
blood whirling. 

" I have no things ever that are worth to give to 
one of so highly simple a taste," she said. " But if 
the Christ Child should send, then will I divide." 
How wild her idioms sounded 1 

Lightly as she had answered, the vibrations of the 
moment quivered long. Alston's look, as he held 
hack the door for her, was part of bis tone — a strange 
depth in his quiet eyes. After that he seemed to have 
forgotten bis half-confession, so skillfully did he serve 
the relnctant snowbird's supper among the Boston 
ferns and the primroses, and so gayly, afterwards, 
send him flying off into the night, to tell the Christ 
Child about the gift, Dorothea said. 

Mai^t followed the child and Lucy upstairs for 
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the little one's early bedtime, aoBwering tbe chatter 
oat of the newl; stirred depths of her spirit. There 
it was tmly as if the Christmas roses were all abloom. 

" Consiii Margot will share the gift with Uncle John, 
mother," Dorothea was explaining. 

'* And with thee, darling I " Margot added. 

" Uncle John deserves Uie best of gifts," Lucy said, 
untying hair-ribl>ons and looking into big joyous 
eyes. 

** Grandmother said a silrer fruit-knife would be 
best for bim," Dorothea went on. 

White she and Margot were hanging the stockings, 
Lncy sat watching the big and the little girl with a 
tender smile that only h^f included them. And so 
she was still sitting when Dorothea came with tbe 
small, fat Bible for the Christmas story. Then she 
gathered tbe child passionately in her arms and press- 
ing her own pale cheek on tbe glowing one, mnrmnred, 
" My little one 1 My little one I How much I love 
yon I " Cheek to cheek they sat, wbil« she read, 
" And it came to pass that in those days, a decree 
went forth from Cseaar Augustus." 

Margot listened and yet looked away. An exquis- 
ite melancholy filled her heart. Som^ow, to-night 
she felt herself a part of the tender and beautiful 
thing that was happening there. And yet bow empty 
of such things her life had been I How great was ber 
poverty I How little, truly, she bad to give ! And yet 
he believed in ber I 

Wben the reading was over, Dorothea yawned 
sleepily. *' If I were to see an angel, I should not be 
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ftfraid, mother," she said. " Why did the angels say, 
* Fear not,' to the shepherds ? " 

" Perhaps it was to the sheep they sud it, my little 
lamb, and that Is why you have no £ear." 

Oat in the softly lighted hall, Lucy pat her arm 
through Margot's and led her to the deep window 
over the front door. They were eilent, looking down 
at the muffled garden wi^ the patches of light from 
the house. From below oame the quiet ring of Al- 
ston's voice as he and the Doctor walked up and down 
the long hall, smoking. 

"Do yon feel Christmas, dearest?" Lacy whis- 
pered. "You must! Your eyes shine as if all the 
candles of your spirit were lighted." 

" Ach, yes ! I feel it much — more than I have ever 
before felt it. It is thy little one that gives the joy to 
me. Before I have never had it from a little child. 
And dost thou feel it too ? " 

Lacy sighed and was still for a moment. " I feel 
all the old Christmases," she said bitterly. "Never 
the new I Ah, Margot, sometimes it seems as if I 
should die for Paris and the dear boulevards, and the 
bells, and to — to be gay. It seems as if I should die 
here with just the King's Daughters and the Christian 
Endeavor." And she buried her face on Margot's 
shoulder and sobbed softly. " They think I forget — 
and they never forget! " 

Margot held her close. " Mein liebling I My dar^ 
ling ! " she whispered. " Weep not so bitterly. Thou 
hast the child, and she is all love." 

" Yes, all love I " Lacy repeated. " All love I " 
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And presently, when she had grown quieter, she lifted 
her face and aaid softly, " Do you love me enough to 
do something quite wild with me to-night ? " 

" That will I, dearest, and it will not be wild. If it 
will ease thy heart, it will be a wise thing." 

" It will esse my heart, you dear, you. I am dying 
for it — to get nearer the old time. If you do not feel 
a» if yon can go, when I have told you, you will say 
so?" 

" It will not be so. Of oonrae I oan go." 

** Well, it is this, dear. There is a midnight Mass 
down at the White Sisters', the little oonvent in th* 
village. They oame from Franoe only a year ago. I 
lore so their soft speech. And there will be the shine 
of the candles, and sweet cedar and flowers, and they 
will sing. It will be something as it nsed to be at 
Siunt-Snlpioe and Notre Dame, — where we used to 
go, — and I shall almost feel that — " She stopped 
and caught Margot's hand tight " Bnt I must not let 
myself go ! I never do I That is my vow. And yon 'II 
go?" 

" My poor little one I Indeed, I will go." 

At bedtime, after Alston had gone. Dr. G^dard 
stood at the foot of the stairs with Mai^t. 

" I see more and more just why you have come to 
us, my child," he was saying. " Do you see why ? " 

" To me it is just because I much want to come. 
You give me much that I have not bad — the little 
child and Lucy, and the feeling of my mother — and 
mnch more. Is not that why ? " 

He smiled. " That is perhaps why yon oome, and 
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give so mucli ib rfltnm. Lucy needs you. Bat vhy 
vereyoD sent?" 

" I oame," she said. " I was not sent." 

He shook hU head, still smiling. " I am going to 
tell you all my fiinoy. It is growing upon me, and 
I lore it and believe in it more and more as I know 
you bettor. To me, you're tbe answer to my letter to 
your father, that came too late. I am reading it with 
a thankful heart." 

Her eyes feU. *' You will tell me what I am saying 
to yon ? " 

" Yes, when I have read the letter through." He 
smiled again in his quiet, penetrating fashion, ** Bat 
to-night we will not analyze or speculate. It 's too 
blessed a night. God bless you, Margot, and quicken 
year heart to the light." 

An hour later, she and Lucy went down the snowy 
path. Somewhere off in the dark, a bell was ringing 
faintly, joyously. When they turned from the wid« 
main street, where snow-flurries were blowing from 
the elms, they saw other dark figures ahead of them. 
Stars were out in the deep sky. The little bell rang 
louder and more joyously. 

" Six years ^o we were in Notre Dame," Lncy was 
whispering, "and it seemed as if the belts would turn 
the monsters on the roofs into angels, and the old 
church blazed, and the musio was like heaven. And 
yon, dear, six years ago? " 

Margot laughed. " Ach, it was quite different to that, 
what I have done six years a-go. I have danced all 
night in the masked ball at the Stadenten-Verein. 
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We were gay, like vild things, all in the dress of the 
old gods. I was Diana, and an officer that I hare 
known, he was Endymion." She stopped for another 
little Isogb. '^ Aoh, it was maoh different ! " 

They were going np the convent steps. From far 
ap the river, other bells came faintly down the wind* 
the Somerset and Siverby bells. Before Lnoy had 
rung, the door was opened, and the warm fragranoe 
of flowers uid candles oame out to them. 

" I thought I heard voices," the sister said, " and 
it is cold to stand outside." 

In the little chapel they found places among &» 
dozen outsiders kneeling there, Lnoy dropping on her 
knees and burying her face in her hands, Margot 
leaning back a little wearily, with closed eyes. 

It took a few minutes for her to gather herself 
together ont of the crowded impressions of the last 
few days. She bad been lost in the life around her, in 
an exquisite ecstasy of service, from playing with 
Dorothea np to playing to Alston. A doxen dear, 
-homely things had fallen to her to do — dearest, per- 
haps, sewing np the fingers of Dr. Goddard's old 
gloves. She had given of herself in a way that waa 
new to her, but vastly satisfying I Out of it all came 
back to her Alston's quiet words : " I shall be glad 
and thankful for anything you will give me I " 

llien into her passionate remembering, fell the 
quiet voice of the priest at the foot of the altar. " I 
will go nnto the altar of God, to God who rejoiceth 
my youth." 

She opened her eyes on the shinunering little 
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chapel — the white altar with the lilies sgaiost the 
cedar, the white candles with their pale shine, the 
whiteJiiured old priest in the shining white-aod-gold 
restments, hetween the white-gowned acolTtes, and in 
the benches the tows of white nuns, bowed in prayer. 
As she became aware of it all, her old self seemed 
suddenly standing critic upon her, and it said, *' Why 
do yon not scorn it all? Why, as you always have 
done, do yon not find it merely artistic ? Why do yon 
let it stir your Ego, tonch the Vbermensch 7 W}iat,is 
it to yon, one of the liberated ? " And for an instant, 
her spirit answered promptly and Taliantly, " It does 
not Btir me! It is merely artistic I I am the Ubeiv 
mensch!" And Landschad's eyes smiled cynically 
into hers. Just for an instant, though 1 The cedars 
atonnd the altar brought quickly the memory of Flan- 
agan's little tree, and his words, " The good Ood 
hears yer name manny and manny a time iTery day. 
Miss I " And then came a tumult of thoughts of 
Emily, of Helm, of Denny, of Dr. Goddard. " It does 
mean something to me, but what I know not," she 
said humbly to herself, moring nearer to Lucy. 

"We beseech thee that we may recognize this 
mystic light upon earth," the priest went on, in his 
limpid Latin. " To recognize this mystic light npon 
earth," she repeated agiun and i^in. That was what 
Dr. Goddard had wished for her. That was what had 
been happening in her spirit ever since she had come 
to her mother's land — she bad been, little by little, 
recognizing the mystic light. So filled was she with 
her sudden undentaoding that warm tears made the 
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oandlaliglit shimmer, and from hitherto andreamed 
depths of her nature there welled np a great thuik*- 
giving, for she knew not what. 

The first soft tones of the organ in the ** Adeste 
Fidelei" grew part of her deep oommnoing; then the 
high, sweet cloistered voioes, and throogh the singing, 
the words of the service — mystic words that ring 
long in the soul : " Holy I Holy I " " Feaoe to m&a I " 
** Our Father ! " "Light and peace I" Presently, there 
was a ftir in the benches ; the nuns were going up to 
Commnnion, with veiled faces and cool white hands 
folded ID white sleeves. Lucy's faoe was alight, her 
lips parted, her breathing quick. When the priest 
turned with bis nplifted cup, and his " Behold the 
Lamb of Oodl" Margot dropped upon her knees. 
Then a great fear sickened her — fear of the new 
emotion. She longed to run away into big, cool, 
lonely places. She longed for bine sky through a 
mined temple. The old pagan looked out oE her 
spirit as down the line of nuns there came the 
Bread. 

When the priest turned again to the people, he 
opened a small black book and read the Christmas 
gospel. Then he stood a moment in a little hush of 
waiting. 

** Except to widi yon a joyous Christmas, I have no 
word for you," he said at Wt. " The Child has spoken 
to you." He paused a moment. " The human soul is 
very silent — as alone as a sailless ocean. Only God 
knows what happens there. Into that silence let Lore 
come — a great love for all whom He loves. This u 
20S 
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my only word to you, with mn Allelnia that Christ is 
bom." 

Going home, Lacy and Margot were ulent, but as 
their faces touched in a good-nigbt — or good-morning 
■ — before Margot's low fire, Lucy whispered, — 

" There is always the noohanging Lore, dear. The 
other loves come to us and go from us, but that is 
always the same. Can you not see?" 

" I cannot yet see. Only I can fed, liebchen." 

When Lucy had gone, she sat long iu the deep low 
chair before the embers. Then her eyes fell absently 
cm a pile of letters on the table, unnoticed before. On 
top of the pile lay the thick envelope with the licipzig 
mark. She tucked it out of sight and went about her 
nndresBing. 
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coNTBBama paths 

Xhe BQOwdrops were from Alston. There was no 
card, but she knew, and Lacy said that mild days 
had always brought them out, nnder his mother's sonth 
window, weeks ahead of time. Luoy remembered them 
as a child. Margot tuoted them into her girdle, and 
opened an envelope addressed in a writing tiott here- 
tofore she had seen only on her laboratory note-book. 
The card within did not surprise her. It was a hill- 
top against a night sky, with the Christmas star 
shiniDg down on dancing fauns and satyrs, while Bao- 
ohantes curred their palms to trumpets. "I wait — 
nntil it is not too late I " said the rapid, lawless scribble 
across the back. She laughed and flushed, and for a 
moment wished for him — to hear him laugh, and for 
the daring of bim! In strange contrast was Misa 
Hatbaway's little Holy Family, with the lines from 
Dante, "When Love Divine made these beautiful 
things"; and as characteristic, Emily's box of deli- 
cate, home.8ewed collars. 

These pleasant discoveries had been made at the 
breakfaat-table, while Dorothea nibbled excitedly, and 
Lucy, heavy-eyed but very smiling, fotgot to eat in 
watching the child. 

It was well on in the morning, after Lucy and her 
father had gone to church, and Mrs. Goddard had 
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established herself at the front window with the "New 
York Herald," and the hope of more presents, that 
Margot foand a time in whioh she could no longer re- 
fuse the appeal of the Leipzig letter. Bat it was not 
a thing to read indoors. So she hurried into her furs 
and went up the drifted path to the wall where she 
and Alston had rested on their walk. 

It was a glittering morning — the only ttnsparkling 
thing, the cold river ; the most sparkling, the keen air 
off the shining fields. She climbed on the wall, her 
skirts powdered from the snowy briers. The letter waa 
in her muff, but she still hesitated. The wide qaiet 
was resting her, and she began to see herself io as 
sharp outlines as the hills across the river. The 
excitement of the night before had died down, but 
there remtuned something more luminous and warm 
— a vivid convicUon. It had been smouldering in 
her spirit ever since Denny died, and now it was 
aflame. 

" I see quite well this thing that has happened to 
me," she said to herself. " I know what is Uiis that I 
feel just as I in the daylight know how the village is 
lying on the fields. It is all gone, the old scorn. I was 
not free. To be the Uhormensch is quite different than 
I have thought. Ach, it is the woman I ronst be. I 
must give all for all. Ich muss I I must love and serve 
and suffer. Something drives me, and this is the dear 
joy, Alles fiir Alles ! " She drew in a deep breath. 
" What it is, I know not ! But I feel it 1 I feel it I 
Soon I shall understand." 

She took out her letter slowly, and looked long at 
211 
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the addteas. Sbe oouM see the long, tapering fiogen 
that had held the pen, the serpent ring on the mar- 
riage-finger, and bending over the white hand, the 
clear-ont cynical face under the tossed maraes of red 
hair — the hair the artists raved over at the Lido, 
when it hong wet from the hath. 

Villa Wotah , htazia, 
12 DeMmber, 19— 
Meih leebeb Mensch, — To write '* t^nnenseh," 
that I cannot after I read thy last Letter. It is not thy 
Letter. When I have read it first, I was wild. I vent 
ont in the thick Bain tn the Bosenthal, and walked 
and walked until I was dripping, and then I have come 
in, and coughed and coughed. I did not mind to congh. 
I lose thee I I see I Thou dost not say oonoeming the 
Change, hut it is easy to read. Ach, my Eagle, hast 
thou forgotten it all 7 Thy Father ? His Scorn, his free 
Mind ? Hast thou quite oat of thy Mind our Watch- 
Words? Where is thy "Might to will"? It seems as if 
I shall die for fear for thee I This will reach thee by 
Christmas. Perhaps thou wilt be droning a Prayer 
in the Church with thy praying Relatives — thy Belar. 
tives who have let thee so well alone for so many 
Years — left thee to me, my Soul-Child I Keep free, 
I implore thee I Amuse thyself well. Qive of thy 
Money — not of thyself I Be cruel aud free. Laugh 
much at thyself. And who b the Herr Alston who 
brings thee Forest Flowers and is " good " to thee, as 
thou hast said ? Sentimental I Like a Peasant ! Does 
he talk to thee of bis Heavenly Father and of Brotherly 
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Love ? Ach, Gott, veil may he be good to tbee if be 
knows of thy Fortune I Perhaps that vould atone in 
his Sight diat he cannot convert thee! Here it is ihe 
same. The Doctor oommands that I am quiet. Last 
Night I have dressed for the Hussars' Ball. Lottchen 
vas be^ng that I stay and telling of thy Love and 
AnxiousnesB. When I was dressed, then was I so 
weary — and so ngly — that I have not gone. I do not 
Bend thee anything for Christmas. Thon hast every- 
thing! All what I do is to count the Days nntil June, 
and smoke and read all what I can get my Hands on. 
Natacha Pavlovska has spoken last Week in the Club, 
they say. She is only a Month from Siberia. To-mor- 
row she comes here for Coffee. I want wild Things 
like her that I foi^t Myself. There is a new Lover 
for Irtna Rimensdorff — a sickly Spaniard who paints 
Christs and eats Garlic. It enrages me, the Thought 
of thy loving some stupid Holy One, of thy giving 
one Drop of the Wine of thy Scorn, thy Freedom — 
to even dying Lips. It is disgusting to die. Always, 
always, thy 

Hadwtq. 
. . . Muhlendorf has shot himself last Week. He is 
well out of it. There was a Woman. Lottchen is knit- 
ting Thee a Shawl for the sometimes cold Mornings on 
the Byffel Alp. 

She sat quite still — then tore the letter into small- 
est bits and buried it in the snow. It was the end of 
the old life for her. That hideousness was what she 
had escaped. There was the skeleton that had been 
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hidden from her as long aa she and Hadwig were 
gay and well. That vaa the freedom that had shaped 
her. And then a great loneliness desolated her. For 
her there was no longer a home. The Villa Wotan was 
no more home. And here in the new land, where was 
there a fireside for her ? There was money enoi^fa to 
build a dozen homes, but money could not build one. 
It was love that made home, and trust and servioe. 
Down in the valley below her the smoke curled up 
from chimney after chimney among tbe elms. In all 
the great world no chimney smoked for her. For her 
who had fwioied that she held life in her hand I 

Suddenly, a long " Halloo ! " rang from the Par- 
son^e garden, and the barking of a dog. Then scarlet 
flashed by the barn, and presently it was evident that 
Alston and Dorothea and Sandy were coming to find 
her. Sandy arrived long before the others, with muoh 
tail-wagging and joyooB dog-oonversation, which pro- 
bably explained Qtat Dorothea was oa her new *' Bed 
Kover " sled, with Alston for horse. It was quite true. 
Soon Alston attuned tbe bare, and hitching " Bed 
Kover " to a post, came through the snow to Mai^ot. 

" I 've waited as long as I could endure, to give yon 
a 'merry Christmas,' " he said. " What made yon run 
off? " His eyes traveled to the snowdrops. 

" Because it is easier, to do in the free air, the hard 
things, is it not so?" she said, not giving him her 
hand. " I had a letter from my home, and so I came 
here, and now it is over — and I understand many 
things." She stopped to give a little breathless laugh. 
*' I thank you for the dear snow-flowere." 
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" Not a nioe letter ? " Alston asked gently. " Did it 
say you mustn't shake hands with your friends on 
tiie best day in the year?" And he held out hia 
again. 

" Ach, it was not about light things like that," she 
said, letting him take her band. 

"But that's not a light thing, when it is between 
good friends. Your hands are cold. Won't yon oome 
down to the valley with us ? I 'm sorry you Ve spoiled 
this nice spot wiUi your not nice letter." 

" I 've bnried it in the snow," she laughed. 

" Well, perhaps a meadow-lark will build in those 
little bushes, and that will sweeten things." 

" It will make a home there, perhaps, out of the 
ehieds of my letter," she was saying as she sprang 
down from the wall. " That would be a joke of fhe 
fates ! " 

" It would be too good a fate for a disagreeable 
letter," he said, " to come so close to four eggs and a 
mother-bird's heart. Disagreeable things are not fit 
ever to be written." 

Then he fell again into harness as Dorothea's horse, 
while Sandy barked the oold, rufBed chickens off the 
fence. 

In a mood of half joy and half bittemesB, Margot 
dressed for dinner. Her gown was the pinkish Ural 
silk with the embroideries of coral, bought the year 
before in Samarcand, on that Oriental trip that had 
been their last f aring-f orth together — here and Fran- 
lein Hodwig's. On her dresser stood the faded photo- 
graph of her young mother, and again and again her 
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eyes went from her own reflected face to the one in 
the picture. 

*' I wish that thoo wouldst tell me what it all meaiu, 
girl-mother," she said softly to the photograph. " Tell 
me, if thoo dost know, — and many viae, good people 
helieve that thou doat know, — which is the troth, be- 
lief or unbelief ? Which is^f reedom, faith or no-fiuth P 
Is there anything to believe 7 Are we more than — thaa 
we are ? Is there a part of me more real than the I 
here looking at yon ? Does the new, strange joy oome 
from something beyond and above me, into my heart, 
or is it just myself — some physical excitement, some 
mental throb ? And is man part of a higher love, part 
of a great Absolute called the Heavenly Father ? Ach, 
little mother, if thou wouldst only speak ! Didst thoo 
give ap thy old faith and empty thy spirit t^r my 
father took thee away ? Didst thou ever pray daring 
the year when I was coming — die year of which there 
is no one ever to tell me ? Didst thou ever pray for 
me, that I shonld be guided?" she finished paaswm- 
ately, kissing the picture, and looking long into the 
girlish faoe. " In any case, Miitterohen, thou didst 
just let thyself go — and loved, didst thon not ? And 
it is from thee that my spirit draws life, and not from 
Hadwig — so I need not fear." 

Over the soup at dinner, before they had grown used 
to the wonderful things that adorned the table, in 
oolor and bloom and light, Margot was called, sur- 
prised, to the telephone in the alcove nnder the stuis. 

"Hallo I Who, please?" she said. " It is a mistake. 
Here have I no one that will call me.** 
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"Yoo have me, gnadiges Fraaleia. It U I, Emit 
Laudschad. For^ve tliat I call yoa. It is but to bear 
your voice and give yon good wishes. How goes it ? " 

" Acb, I greet 70a, Herr Professor. With me it 
goes weU. I amuse myself greatly. And for the card 
I thaok yoo. It is like yoa in the mood. And with 
you goes it well ? " 

"Quite well. IhavebeendiniDgwithMrs. Swinton. 
Miss Hathaway was there. She was dull. To-night 
I go." 

" You go? Where do you go ? " 

"Only to New York — for a little life." 

** To New York ! And I, too, go to New York, after 
to-morrow. It ia for bueiness that I go. To you much 
joy!" 

" Wonderful ! You go, too ! Why not a little joy 
together in New York? I implore you, liebee Fraulein. 
At least an opera!" 

"Perhaps! Perhaps! I will see." 

"But where can I find you, if I may? I b^ yout 
We are two exiles. Why not?" 

And BO she half promised, and gave him ber address, 
and hung up the receiver amid his " I beg you " and 
bis " Why not" When she went back to the dining- 
room, flushed and smiling, and did her explaining, 
Alston did not look up. As she ate and talked gayly, 
a little excited from Landscfaad's telephone fervor, 
it seemed to her that Alston was a trifle grave for 
Christmas day. His mood did not at all follow her 
own. Not once eould she make him smile back at 
her over the holly ; and afterwards, as they went 
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in to the Christmas tree, it was Dorothea who absorbed 

After the Ughting-up and the giviog that followed, 
as they sat in the soft twinkling, over their coffee, 
into the quiet there broke the Boond of the door^bell, 
and then a ringing greeting from Dr. Goddard, who 
had gone to the door. 

" Why, blesa my heart. Helm t Of all men in the 
world, yOD 're the one that we need most in this family 
now. And after this long time of not seeing yon 1 " 

Then Hehn's lower voioe. " I dined with the young 
men in my St. Andrew's Ouild, who, like me, are 
homeless, and now I un bound down river on a call. 
But I could n't get by without a Chiistmas word from 
you, Dr. Goddard." 

Then the two men came into the shine of the candles, 
and Matgot's heart beat fast, and Helm, at sight of 
her, grew red and a little awkward in his astonish- 
ment. But when she came to the rescue and held out 
her hand, he managed to say lightly, — 

"Why, Miss von Merveldt! It's a real Christmas 
surprise, to find that you belong to my best friends." 

There was much laughter and explaining, and then 
Helm dropped into a ohair by Dr. GK)ddard, but his 
eyes kept going back to Margot, as if to say, " Is it 
really you that I see there ? It is most delightfuUy 
astonishing." Evidently be and Alston knew each 
other, and Dorothea was a dear friend. She had taken 
her little chair to his side, and Lucy was ministering 
with coffee and candies. 

Margot, grown the listener, watched it all, and 
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studied Helm in the new smroimdiDgs. She had never 
before realized the beauty of hia thin, dark, yet radiant 
face, his deep eyes under the abundant, somewhat 
nnmanageable, dark hair. That Dr. Goddard loved 
him, was very evident. 

" And to think that, after all my plannbg, yon two 
should know each other," the old man said. *' Why, 
ever since Margot has let ns know her, I 've been 
hoping to have yon meet." 

Hehn and Margot looked at each other, laughing. 

" But yet, we do not know each other," Margot stud. 
** We have twice met. That is not to know each other.** 

"Miss Ton Merveldt's friend, Miss Bishop, is a 
parisfaionerof mine," Helm explained. "That is how 
we have met." 

" Always it is because that Mr. Helm is the friend 
of my friends I have met him, yon see," Mai^t added. 

" Now," Dr. Goddard exclaimed, " it seems to me 
yon will have to be friends on your own responsibility." 

"Now, perhaps, we shall know each other," Helm 
sud, with his boyish langh. 

" Truly, yes," Margot laughed, flushing a little. 

Alston had got up to blow out a sputtering candle. 
And then while Mrs. Goddard came into the conver* 
sation with a bulletin of her health, in answer to 
Helm's inquiries, he looked at Margot in her coral 
gown against the background of glittering tree. The 
taper-light glinted in her hair. Once she lifted her 
eyes and smiled across the room at Lncy. 

And Helm, as he listened to Mrs. Goddard, was 
jet not listening. He was wondering what had been 
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liappeniog in Margot's soul. Her face, when he had 
Been it before, had been white and anxious. Now, it 
was all curves and soft color and delicate animation. 
Did she read often those lines be had marked for her 
in Browning? Then, seeing where Alston's eyes were, 
he wondered whether he had had any hand in the 
change. Not likely I Alston was more a man's man 
than a woman's. More likely it was Dr. Goddard and 
Lucy and Dorothea who bad made the marvel. 

Presently Dr. Goddard begged for music, and there 
were carols aronnd the piano, with Helm's clear tenor 
and Dorothea's little piping, and a high, sweet soprano 
from Lucy. So sweet and sorprising was this soond 
from Lucy that Dr. Goddard reached over and clasped 
her band for a brief moment, and Dorothea stopped 
to hug her ecstatically, with a " Why, mother I " Alston, 
on the window-seat, watched the singing group, won- 
dering a little. Then, mercilessly, as a song ended, the 
ball-clock struck six, and there was the hush of Helm's 
good-bye. 

When he had gone Dr. Goddard came in from see- 
ing him to the door, bringing the freshness of the 
snowy outside. "Poor chap," he said, warming bis 
hanib ; " there 's a man that 's fought bis way into 
the light from exterior darkness." 

His words fell unanswered into the quiet. Alston 
was standing as if waiting to make his good-byes. 
Margot had sunk among the pillows on the oouoh. 
The others had gone. 

"Fought bis way," Dr. Goddard repeated. "You 
know the story, Alston?" 
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" No, I think Dot. I 're kaowB him casually, in cMo 
things and in a dab, and once as a witness in a case 
of mine — that 's all." 

" How was it that yon say ? " Ma^ot asked snd- 
denly. " He liaa fonght his way to the light? " 

*' It 's a bitter story, and the marvel is that he 's 
pulled himself together as he has, with bb tempera- 
ment. I 've known him since he was a boy. His parents 
died in his babyhood. He was a lively chap in college, 
with all 'his money and his unbelieving heart and 
passionate nature. And after college, be got himself 
eng^ed, in some hasty fashion, to a woman who was n't 
worthy to — to saoceed his mother, and then while be 
was in Europe on a hurried business trip the woman 
and his best man-friend were drowned together in a 
lonely lake in the Adirondacks." 

"AchI And he — bow has he endured itP" 

" He went off on a sailing-vesael for a year, some- 
where up in Labrador, and then he came back and 
gave nearly all bis money to the Labrador missions* 
and entered the Episcopal ministry. And now yon see 
him restored. To-day be seemed almost himself, but a 
good deal finer self." 

Margot drew a long breath. 

" He is a brave man," Alston sud in a low tone. 
And then in a moment, he held out his band to Mar- 
got. " To-morrow must be the day for onr snowshoe- 
iug, if you go to New York the day after," he said. 
" You will go, if it does not melt and yon are not too 
tired ? " 

She lifted eyes that had been far away in thought 
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" I am Dflrer tired. And it first I have the woods, 
then better can I be patient in tbe great city. I rejoice 
to go." 

And Alston went joyously, leaving tbe two in tbe 
firelight, abut in by tbe snowy elms. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

A WKONQ TDBmNO 

Alsios flame abfyat half-past ten, with a bolgiBg 
game-bag slung over the ahoolder of hie hunting-coat. 
The day, in its cold btigbtnesa, was a replioa of the 
day before, and Sandy, at least, so exhilarated that 
he was unwilling to stop at the Parsonage long enough 
for civilities. However, he had to wait until Dorothea 
had been consoled for being left behind, Mrs. God- 
dard had been solicitous about frost-bitten ears, and 
Lucy had tucked a package of sandwiches into Al- 
ston's pocket. Then they were ofF up the path to the 
woods. 

Halfway, he stopped suddenly. " I wish you oould 
see yourself against this snow I " he exclaimed. " I 'm 
not personaL I 'm merely stating a fact. The coloring 
is wonderful. Do yon remember how blue those gen- 
tians were that first day ? " 

" Ach, yes t Always I shall remember." 

** Well, you 're just as vivid now. Such a brown 
brown your suit, your scarlet wing so brilliant, your 
hair ruddy like gold, and this blue, blue sky, and the 
snow. Jove I I'm do poet, or I could say it all better 
than that. But I feel it just the same." 

" It is with a poetic license that you speak," she 
langhed. Then, growing more serious, "And yoa 
make people to feel poetry in themselves." 
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*' Sorely, 70a are aaing poetio lioeDse 1 " 

" No, 1 oould tell yoa maofa, perhaps, about yont^ 
self that you have not known," she said. " You make 
one to feel that deep within one there is a poem that 
yoa have found out, and that yon believe in. Is not 
that to be a great poet ? " 

"I don't know, I'm sure." They were at the 
pastuie-bars. He stood facing her in the radiance of 
saaw and sky and sunshine, the valley with the gray 
river far below. " There is one thing I do know," ha 
went on, " and that is why I do things that I Ve 
never done before, why I am so entirely above and 
beyond my own self. Why, I don't know myself as 
I am. Of course, you know why it is. But I wilt tell 
you anyhow — beoausa I want to tell you. It 's you 
that make another man of me." 

The light in hia eyes made her heart beat Then 
there flashed into her memory the letter of the day 
before. With his words in her ears, and his eyes look- 
ing so fearlessly into hers, it seemed foolishness. Yet 
her color faded. 

" It must be that we inspire each other to be poets," 
she said gayly, " that we strike sparks. Together, pei^ 
haps, we shall write a great epio. At any rate, «e 
shall keep friendship vrarm." 

" Yes, we shall keep friendship warm," he repeated. 
^ And now, if you '11 perch on that stump, I '11 strap 
on your snowshoes and then away we '11 go." And he 
knelt and tugged at her straps, looking up at her with 
his usual quiet, unsentimental eyes. In their pleasant- 
ness, it was hard to remember Friiulein Hadwig*s 
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words : "Thy fortune, that in his sight will atone that 
he cannot convert thee." 

" See I " be oried suddenly, stooping at the side of 
the stnmp. "Here is your first lesson — this time in 
household economy. See this small hole. It's been full 
of nuts stored there by red-headed woodpeckers, but 
tea to one, if the gray squirrels have n't eaten every 
one of them. And quail have been here, too. There *s 
their mark. They 've been after the beans on the Doc- 
tor's locust trees." And he pointed to the fine chun- 
Btitch over the snow, around which Sandy was snifBng. 

She bent down, too, following his finger. "It ta 
delicate writing for so great a white sheet," she said, 
and timidly put her hand into the woodpecker's bole. 
And then they skimmed away over the crust. 

Quite at home she was on her snowshoes, and quite 
mistress of her breath on the still upward course. 
Alston, close behind, watched the sway of her slim 
body, the backward-blown fluff of her hair. 

*' I cannot forget it, the fearful story of Mr. Helm," 
she said. " It makes one's sonl all bitter." 

"It has not made Helm's soul bitter," Alston 
answered. "I should say, from what I hear, that 
Helm's soul is quite sound and sweet." 

"If it had come to me, I should end myself. The 
water or a little shot — Aoh, I shonld loathe all men 
and women because she was woman and he man ! " 

" Don't say such things t " Alston ezclumed 

quickly. "Not to your friends, anyhow! But you 

wouldn't do any of these cowardly things. You 'd be 

so sorry for men and women that you 'd begin to love 
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them and want to help them. That 'a the way Helm 
felt, I 'm pretty enre. He saw into homan weakness 
deep down, and how pathetio people are just by 
themselves, and be pitched in to help. And so he 's 
getting a little peace. But woodland stories are more 
tnuislatahle than human ones. See how the rabbits 
have been cutting the tops ofF these soft young 
maples. See their soft, round paw-prints." 

They were entering the woods. From the village, 
far below, twelve o'clock bells eame faintly. 

*' In the woodland stories, one does not have to ask 
*wby? why?' always!" she excltumed. "And never 
are there misunderstandings." 

'* That 's just it! The wood-creatures are so reason- 
able and so honest. After I've been in court all day, 
it's 11^ getting back to a child's ttdth. to stndy — 
well, say wild-mice tracks." And he pointed out the 
exquisite tracery running over the snow. "Probably 
they've tunneled out ail around that stump, as a 
refuge from foxes and owls." 

"Little tragedies here on nights when it is dark?" 
she questioned, a little absently. She was measuring 
him in thought with the estimate Fraulein Hiidwig 
had made of him. For him to be so tender of the little 
wild things proved him worthy, rather, of her own 
estimate of him. " Will you not tell me, please, a little 
of yourself?" she said as they skimmed on under the 
high pines. " A little of yourself and of your mother? 
It would make me much pleasure to know bow yoa 
were as a quite little boy." 

He flushed under his clear tan. " You may know 
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anythmg in the world I know. I w&ot to tell yon, bat 
in a better place than this. Soon we shall come to a 
wciet baant of mine, and there'll be a fire. It's a 
jolly plaoe to talk. I want yon to know just how dnll 
and prosaic and narrow my life has been. To yoa — " 
He stopped and looked at her with a little laugh. 
** To yoa, who are so wonderful and so — so finished, 
it will seem commonplace enough." 

" I know you, and it cannot be trae, what yon say 
of yoniself," she said. 

"You will soon see," he laughed. "But look at 
Sandy." In and out of the low, snow-powdeied laurel 
bushes Sandy ran, snifBng wildly. "He's on a 
squirrel track. See bow the prints run, like our 
trolley -lines, from tree-Station to tree-«tation. How 
sharp and clear the marks of the little paws aret 
Here 's the sign of a tussle over some nnts." And he 
pointed to the nut-abells and the roughened places in 
the snow, " Squirrels are good fighters." 

And then deeper they went into the pines, among 
the laurel and the sassafras, over a snow unbroken 
except for the delicate priut of a leaf or the track of 
a wild thing. Now and then a crow cawed in the tree- 
tops. Once a fiock of chickadees fluttered up from a 
clump of sumach. And then preaently they oame to 
a dimple of a hollow in tbe heart of the woods, and 
in the hollow slept a frozen brook, arched over with 
alders and willows and a great fallen oak. On the 
bank stood a small log cabin. Sandy darted on as if 
he well knew the way, and bounded agunst the cabia- 
door, barking joyously. 
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*' I am taking yoa to my dearest place," Alston 
said. " Ab soon as I knew yon, I planned to take yoa 
here, if yoa wonld come." 

She was looking around in a little ecstasy. " Even 
did I not BO love to come, I shonld want always to 
have it in my memory," she said. " It is like an old, 
old story — the tall black pinea in the silvery light." 

To himself, Alston was saying, as he went ahead to 
open the door, " It is an old, old stoiy, oar being 
here together." Then he disappeared within, and like 
nu^c, by the time she was at the door, Hie little 
room was full of firelight from the great pile of pine 
and hemlock in the chimney. She stood radiantly on 
the threshold. 

"Now! Now it's come tnie," Alston exclaimed, 
rising from his fire-kindling. " A thousand times I Ve 
pictured it — yon in the doorway, the firelight, the 
forest behind you." 

And then she was put into a deep chair by the fire 
over which a bearskin was thrown, and bidden warm 
herself while water was chopped from the frozen 
brook. She held her hands to the blaze, getting a<y 
quainted with the little room with its two small, red- 
curtained windows, its table and conch, its comer- 
cupboard fall of dishes and pans, its log walls gay 
with hunting-prints cut from periodicals. Sandy had 
stretohed himself before the fire, looking up at her 
now and then as if for approval of tbe snrprise. 
Outside there was Alston's lively whistle of " Sweet 
Marie," and then the ring of his axe on the ice, and 
all around the sileoce of the forest 
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"Wonderfal! Wonderfol, that I stioold be 
liere! That it should all be so dear, so sweet!" she 
half whispered, leaning down to pat Sandy in her de- 
light. 

He responded at once, and patting hia paws on her 
knees, looked ap into het face. 

" Tfaon hast a master who knows nu^o," she stud 
softly, "and thy cabin is a little bouse of enohant- 
ment. It shows me to myself — bow my life might be 
if I were not as I am, — if I had not been made to be 
as I am. Aoh, if I had not always been so high above 
thesimple human things! If Iwereonlyjustawoman, 
my little dog ! " 

Sandy swallowed hard as she looked into his big 
eyes, ftesently she sighed. " To-day will I celebrate 
as my day of days. I will shot my ears to the old life 
and listen jast to the Now. To-day will I be only 
woman." 

Then Alston came in with the dripping bncket, and 
threw on more logs, and unpacked his game-bag, reveal- 
ing fresh-ground coffee, and bread and batter, and ^gs, 
and thin slices of bacon, and a pot of jam. ^ 

" I will lay the covers for luncheon," Mai^t said. 

And Alston handed out the led tablecloth, and the 
rare assortment of china from the cupboard. Soon the 
coffee-pot was swinging over the logs, a warm f rtt- 
grance filling the little room. 

" We mast have for the feast a decoration," Mar- 
got declared, and then she and Sandy went to see 
what the woods had to offer. When she oame in, shak- 
ing the snow from a bunch of laurel leaves, Alston 
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had tlifl baCKHi on, and the coSe^pot was babbling 

"Is it not as if life hae been standing still, to let 
this one day happen to us? " she sud ecstatically, ar- 
ranging her greenery in a lidless blae teapot, 

Alston broke an e^ into the sizzling fat and langhed. 
** I^e is n't standing still for me," he said. *' I 'm liv- 
ing hard now. Erety second is worth an hoar of every 
other day. It 's worth years — to have yoo here. Will 
yon cat the bread ? '* 

" Ach, yes 1 I adore to oat bread." And she rolled 
up her sleeves and went to work elaborately. And then 
the coffee-pot was pot at her end of the table, and the 
e^a and bacon at Alston's, and they sat down joy- 
ously. 

"It is the dearest secret place that ever I have 
knowa," she sud. "In such a place one coald beat 
one's life flowing, like the brook in the snmmer. And 
yoo will have sugar in your coffee ? " 

Alston was carefully poising an e^ on the slice of 
bacon on her plate. "No one has ever been here be- 
fore except once my mother," he answered, a little 
absently. " Six years ago, just after I bnilt the cabin, 
I brought her here. She and you are the only ones. 
One lump, please, and no cream." 

She was pouring hia coffee. " Then to yoa it b a 
holy place," 

" Yes, to me it is a holy place," he repeated, watch- 
ing her as she watched his filling cup. Her bead was 
bait, and just behind her, through the little window, 
there were pines beyond pines in the snowy depths of 
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woods. He seemed in no harry to begin his luncheon, 
sittiDg with his chin in lus hand, his eyes a little 
dreamily on her faoe. 

" I shonld like to oome here all alone and stay, and 
'find myself,' as you Americans say. WiU you let me 
have it to be here a hermit?" she said, handing him 
the cup. 

"Never I That is what yoa have already been en- 
tirely too much, and what yoa are wholly unfitted for 
being." 

** For what, then, please, am I fitted ? If you will 
lend me your eabin for a while, then can I think it 
out — for what I am fitted." 

" It does n't need a bit of thinking out, what yon 
are fitted to be," he said slowly, absently stirring his 
coffee with a fork. " Tour vocation ts to be a woman, 
that is all, and it's Uie best, after all. But just now, 
your luncheon is your vocation. Will you begin, please* 
Lady Hermit?" 

" I go slowly, the longer to hold the good time," 
she said. But she obeyed, and then made him jam 
sandwiches, and leaned back, sipping her coffee. 

Alston said littie, forgetting his own eating as he 
looked at her with eyes that still dreamed. 

** Many times have I been over passes," she went 
on, "and stayed in Alpine and Tyrolese cabins, but 
never in one so dear as this. Last summer — ach, 
is it only last summer I — we have gone over the 
Gamsscharte from the Zillerthal into the Krimml- 
thal — Frtiulein Hadwig and Budolph Mirbach and 
Sophy Oboloff and von Tolpitz and I. It was glori- 
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OU8, bat it was not ao dear and so full of rest, like 
this." 

" I should think it would have been pretty fine 
Bport," Alston roosed himself to say, "if the party 
was jolly and not too fashionable." 

She lai^ied. " It was not fashionable, tmly. Sophy 
Oboloff is a Nihilbt, all thin and pale from prison two 
years, with only one dress ever, and always one that 
has no shape. Hadwig always has stud that the Czar 
sends Sophy to Siberia because she makes herself to 
be so ugly. Bat she is fearf nlly clever. And the Doctor 
has SMd that soon she mnst die, and she has gone with 
B8 to see the heights once more — before she is qaite 
' played out,' as we say in Germao. And Rndolf is 
poor, like a chnrch-rat, bat he is going to make great 
inventions, and he is wild in love for Sophy. And 
Ton Tolpitz — " she stopped and colored a hit " Yoa 
Tolpitz is all that is fashionable. He is an ofSoer, 
and he has a voice of gold. And then Friiulein Hadwig 
and I. So yon see it was not all 'jolly,' as yoa say." 

" Frauleia Hadwig ? " he repeated. " She is your 
governess? Yon speak of her as if she bad meant 
much to you in yoor home." 

" Yes — in my home — she has meant much to me," 
she sfud slowly. " My father has brought her to take 
oare of me when my mother was dead, and when he 
has died, then she has done it all — there was no one 
else." 

" And ^ere have always been just yon two?" 

*' Yes, just we two,*' she s^d with a little shrug. 
" And not many near friends. Fraulein Hadwig has 
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liked many people, but not to be very near, and only 
to amnse, not mooli to lore. And so yon see." And 
she leaned back in her ohair with a little sigh I 

"Yes, I think I see," he answered, rising. "It's 

been pretty lonely, has n't it 7 And now let 's posh back 

' the table and talk in the firelight. I want to tell yon 

about my oonunonplaceness. I want to see yonr face 

when yon hear my story." 

"Bat first, we will make all neat. I am a good 
housewife, and the dishes cannot wait." 

So she had him beat the water and give her pan and 
Boap and towels ; and then, while Sandy was having 
his meal, she and Alston washed and wiped the dishes 
and set them away in the cupboard. 

"Now, yon are a tired housewife," he said, drawing 
the ohair to the fire and putting a cushion behind her 
bead. " Let 's rest before our jonmey home. We can 
take our time. There 'U be a fine after-glow to-night, 
and there 's a moon." 

"And at the Parsonage, it will not seem to them — 
I cannot say it on English — without convention, that 
I am so long away ? " 

He laughed. "It will be quite all right. I don't 
count with the Goddards. If it were any one else, it 
would be different. I am too prosaic ever to need a 
chaperon." 

Then, sitting on the wood-box, with Sandy's nose 
on his knee, he filled his pipe, as she bade him, while 
she leaned back in the furs, ber feet stretched to the 
blaze. As she waited for bis story, she was thinking 
of Fraolein Hadwig's words — of the " littleness " of 
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his snrronndings. There in the firelight, he Beemed 
lai^r aod finer than anything Frauleiu Hitdwig <3onld 
picture. He was a tfpe not registered in her experience. 

"YoQ see," he vas saying dowly, between pnSs, 
" my father and hiB father and hia father were just 
country ministers. They all lie up in Lynton, by the 
white meeting-honse. Ton can see the spire plainly 
from Stadley on clear days like this. And mother's 
father and grandfather were farmers, bnt farmers 
that read the < Boston Transcript ' and kept np the 
district school. And mother went to Mary Lyon's 
Seminary and then taught school at Lynton Comers, 
and now and then wrote a poem for the * Somerset 
Weekly,' and took prizes for her roses in the ooan^ 
fairs. Mother wanted to be a missionary, but she was 
an only child, and she could n't be spared. She wrote 
missionary hymits, though, — ' The cross can span the 
ocean ' and * Best not till each pagan heart gives echo 
to Christ's name.' " He paused a moment and took a 
- long pnll at his pipe, looking at her with a little smile. 
"Isn't it just as I told you?" hesaid. "Isn'titdull 
aod— and ordinary after all your art and music and 
trarel and — and elegance ? " 

" I like much the roses and the little school. That 
is an idyl." 

"X thought yon would like that," he said with 
anotherlittlelaugh,thistimearelieTed one. "Flowers 
were mother's whole esthetic expression. Just imagine 
it. No chance for art or mnsic or companionship — 
just a garden for your soni to speak through. That 
was mother." 
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" And throngli joa ■ — through yon she has spc^en, 
niohtwahr?" 

** Perhaps so. But I 'm sf rtud I 've never expressed 
her very truly. A man has to express bo many influ- 
enoes, if he has to shift for himself." He leaned back 
and blew a gray ring towards the ceiling. " But I most 
finish my dull little story. When I was tea, father 
died and left mother penniless, as ministers usually 
do. Bat mother had faith and pluck. We moved to 
Somerset, mother went to teaohing, and after school, 
I used to sell the evening papers on the streets. Then, 
when I was ready for oollege, Dr. Goddard — God 
bless him ! — helped me and I worked my way through. 
In sommer I used to sell books from house to house, 
and teaoh summer school, and work on farms, and " — 
he paused to smile remioisoently — ** and one summer 
I had enough saved to take mother and me to Niagara. 
That was the greatest thmg in her life and mine. And 
then, after coll^^, I went into Judge Haversham'a 
ofKce and to law school at night, and then I was grad- 
uated and things were easier, and we got more ground 
for roses, and had some trips to the sea, and then, just 
when things got quite easy, and the garden was the 
loveliest in town, — mother died." He pnfEed away and 
looked into the bowl of his pipe. "Can yon match my 
commonplace story with your brilliant one, Miss von 
Merveldt ? " he sud after a moment, in a different tone. 

" No, I cannot match it," she answered, with her 
eyes on the fire. " It ia too brave a story to match it 
ever with one so — so not brave as mine." 

He got up and stood looking down at her. " You do 
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not know — yon cannot imagine ever bo fundf — liow 
vonderfnl yon and your story are to ns other people." 

" But to me, just as wonderfol is the story of bow 
you have made yourself so — so great, when there has 
been to help yon so little," she said. She did not see 
bim flush at her words. " And, too, the story of your 
mother is a brave story. Ton say that it has been faith 
and pluck that have kept her so fearless. I think I 
know what is plnck. My friend Emily Bishop, in col- 
lege, has too a mother who has pluck. And when I 
was a child in Venice, always an English boy has said 
to me, when I have feared in the little durk canals, 
* Show your pluck t Think how soon we shall be in 
the Cauale Grande! ' I think I know what to do to 
show pluoh. But the faith ? To believe what is agwnst 
reason? That to me is not — not intelligent." 

*' Ah, but it was not against reason, what mother 
believed," he stud quickly, " any more than two hun- 
dred years ago it was against reason to believe that the 
atmosphere is full of a current that can carry speech 
around the world. Mother believed just that the world 
is full of a current called God, and she made herself 
receptive, and then she moved to its force, just as the 
instruments do in the wireless stations. A ' Q.E.D,* 
is just as much against reason." 

She was leanmg forward, her chin in ber palm. She 
looked up at bim quickly, with a little breath. " It is 
most beautiful, what you have sud," she exclaimed in 
a low tone. " And it sounds almost true." 

"It is true. It meets every point of life. Nothing 
else does." 



:dbvGoogIe 



A WRONG TURNING 



She shifted her position and looked away again into 
the fire. At last she said slowly, so slowly that she 
seemed to be feeling her way into a wholly new world 
of thought, " And it is possible, you say, without to 
sacrifice the freedom of the spirit, without to lose the 
free Ego ? But — " 

"But what?" he sud very genUy. Hedidnotknow 
quite what she was saying. He was thinking that be 
cared litjle that she abonld puzzle out the reason of 
what he bad told her. He would have liked to throw 
it all aside, to take ber hands and kiss them and look 
deep into the eyes that she kept on the fire, and say, 
" What does it matter, after all ? If you would let me 
love you. If you — " 

She made him realize himself with ber long breath. 
" Was it always the church with your mother ? " she 
hesitated. " And did she go often to what they call 
' pray-meetings,' i^re each person tella aloud about 
inmost things ? And was it reaUy so much to her that 
the quite comfortable Chinese and the savages should 
make themselves uncomfortable to hear of hell and 
l^e — the other things ? And did she keep Sunday all 
still and stupid without music or any other joyous 
thing? Foi^ve that I ask of one who was so dear!" 

"Yes," he said, " she did, and got endless comfort 
out of it. Her whole thought was centred in the white 
meeting-house, and her time was counted just by Sun- 
day and prayer-meeting. That was her life, just aa 
your life bas expressed itself in art and music. Her 
minister was a fonntun of refreshment to her." 

" Ach, that I do not succeed to see, a pagan like 
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me," she cried with sndden bittemeBS, rising quickly 
and going to the window. "To me it is not free ! It is 
not free ! " 

He threw down his pipe and followed her to the 
little window. The shadows of the pines fell longer 
over the snow. Down in the west, the sky was red- 
dening. 

"Yon are no more a pagan than I am," he said 
gently. " We are both looking for the same road." 

Outside the chichadees were eating the crumbs of 
the sandwiches. The icy willows and alders by ths 
brook gleamed palely silver in the late sooshine. 
Across the brook the unbroken wood-road wound off 
towards the sunset. 

She leaned her head against the window. ** AH day 
nntilnow, I have been jost woman — with no askings, 
and things that my mind scorns. But now — now — " 

" Now you are still just the woman," be sud ia a 
low Toioe that trembled a bit. " And you will see bow 
Bare I am that you are — just the woman — when — 
vbes even now — after my dull little story, — quite 
hopelessly and wildly — just because I must, I tell 
you that I — " 

With a little laugh that was frightened, she turned 
quickly to bim. " Ach, but it ia not a doll story," she 
said breathlessly. " It is a most brave story. To yoor 
mother my heart bows down. But my mind cannot 
follow. And the story — it has measared — Ach, I 
cannot find the words to say my thought." She stopped 
with a little breath that was almost a sob. " I will tell 
you how it seems to me. It is this way — your life — 
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like Ae wood-road that goes there away over the snow 
— quite straight ahead and all smooth and to open 
placea. But my life, it has not been so. Fraulein 
Hitdwig and I, all over we hare wandered in our 
living, but ever we have been like birds, free — free. 
Yon see,'"8he finished, with a half langh that had in 
it no joy, " it is the church and the minister and the 
hymns — on which I am not yet osed. And it is 
terrible to me — wh^ is not free ! " 

Alston had been watching the chickadees, without 
seeing them. He, too, drew in a quick breath. "Some- 
thing or somebody has made yon a very good woman," 
he said quietly. And then again out of the silence, in 
which the crackling of the logs was the only speech, 
he added, "And now we mnat go, I suppose. I 'U put 
ont the fire." 

" Most we ? So soon is it finished? " 

" I 'm afraid yes. The sun is getting low. Ton 'U be 
cold." 

But she still stood by the window while he poked 
the embers apart and poured water on them, until the 
little cabin was gray and cold. Then, still in quiet, 
she fell to tidying np, smoothing the cushions, sweep- 
ing the hearth, and patting back the chairs. 

" The green on the table I leave for the next guest 
in yonr little house of dreams," she said. 

" It will be yon or no one," he answered as he held 
her coat for her. 

Presently they vent out and be put the key in the 
door. The chickadees fluttered np from the snow. The 
key turned in the lock. 
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" It *B worth a whole life, saoh a day," Alston Bud 
as he bent to strap her anowshoes. It aeemed to her 
that he fumbled a little over the straps. 

" Always we have it to remember," she said. 

For a moment he caught her hand aud held it 
against his eheek. Then on he sped, with her follow- 
ing. The moou hung white above the piues. Onoe a 
rabbit crossed their track. A squirrel and his little 
shadow scudded from birch to oak. The laurels sifted 
snow over her flying skirts. Then the woods ended. 
There was the dip of the fields to the white roofs and 
lights of Studley, with the moon over the travelers* 
shoulders, and their shadows flying before them over 
the snow. 
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CHAPTER XX 



J. wo airj white spires, and a conglomerate of roo& 
against a sunny sky, met Margot's eyes from ber 
windows that first afternoon in New York. For the 
week in which she was to be introduced to the respons' 
ibilities of her fortune, her lawyer and guardian, Mr. 
Jarvis, in the absence of his own family in Europe, 
had established ber most oircnmspectly in the ezdos- 
ive boarding-establishment of Madame Ferpignac, 
formerly governess to the little Jarvises. The morn- 
ings Margot was to spend in the most private of the 
private offices of Jarvis and Nettleton, to be taken 
thither in the plom-colored limousine of the head of 
the firm, by that dbtinguished gentleman himself, and 
escorted tbence at aooa by the other partner, a pordy 
clubman and bachelor, who knew German Baths and 
had a smattering of Heine's lyrics. After these cere- 
monious and bewildering mornings Margot was to have 
the afternoons to herself. Mr. Jarvis had alreadymade 
suggestions for sight-seeing, and placed the brougham 
at her disposal, and Mr. Nettleton bad hinted Sherry's 
and the Ca.t6 Martin and the opera. However, Mar- 
got had held out no encouragement to Mr. Nettleton's 
somewhat paternal gallantly, and had declined the 
sight-seeing. Indeed, if she bad been a dethroned 
queen aboat the business of restoring herself to the 
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throDfl, her manner wonld have been no more grace- 
fully aloof, and the two lawyers would have taken her 
no more seriously and respectfully. 

And Margot was taking herself serionsly, although 
in her diessing-room M^dore, the little French maid 
from Riverby, had hung up the gayest gowns and laid 
out all the glittering silver. After M^dore bad gone 
forth with Alys, a maid of Madame Perpignan's, 
to gase npon the shop-windows, Margot pretended 
to herself thai she was going to write letters. Sbe 
was at least at the writing-table, bnt she had not 
begun. Instead, she was sitting, chin propped in 
hand, looking out at the afternoon sun on the white 
spires. They gave her a feeling of being in Kbin, 
which was instantly dissipated by the conglomerate 
of roofs. Deep in her heart she was wishing herself 
in Kola or some other place that was fatherland. On 
the table, by the photograph of ber mother, stood a 
glass of faded snowdrops. Helm's Browning lay 
among the paper and other writing-materials. From 
below came the roar of the Arenne, and the clang of 
the Madison Avenue oars, only half a block away. 
Her cheeks were pale and her eyes heavy. She drew 
the paper towards her and took np the pen, bat sbe 
did not write. How could she write unless she put 
down the thought that kept spinning np and then 
unwinding itself in ber brain? "It was there — in 
my reach — the real thing in life. My heart knew it. 
liovel Love! And I wanted itl Ach, Gott, how 
sweet 1 And then I turned from him — the old I — 
the ttbermensch. I oontd not stand what seemed the 
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littLenesB that be made bo big. I hurt him — my 
friend. I changed, and he saw it. It was tite end — 
the moment will not ever come again. Ach, if I bad 
not so far gone. If only from him I bad not bo much 
ashed. It will never come to him agun, the as before 
feeling." 

The Ban had faded from the spires. The top win- 
dows in the shy-sorapera facing west had lost their 
shine. She dropped her bead on her arms, folded on 
the table. " My moment I have lost," she kept repeat- 
ing to herself, seeing the wood-road through the 
snowy forest towards the bright weatem sky. 

A knoek ^t the door and ber own voice in answer 
stirred ber to realities. It was a mud with a box of 
flowers and the word that the mesaenger was below, 
awaiting an answer. Margot turned on the light, 
nevertheless, slowly, and went without baste into the 
dressing-room for the scissors to cut the cord. She 
knew quite well whose Sowers they were. lu the box 
were forget-me-nots, dozens of them, as bine as if a 
Tyrolese pasture were abloom, and in the bloom lay 
a little card on which she read, " These Messengers 
of Home beg that yon will give me To-night, at 
'Das Rheingold.' I will take no denying. Land- 

BCHAD." 

She stood at the table, thinking. The spires had 
vanished. Lights flashed white in the buildings. Five 
o'clock struck somewhere, vibrant above the city's 
voice. And then suddenly she was bitterly homesick 
for things as they had always been, and as bitterly 
resentful of the new things that meant pain. 
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" I await yon," she wrote hastily, on one of ber 
heavily monogranuned little sheets, and gave the note 
to the mud. 

When M^doce came baoyautly borne, her brun 
awhirl with what she bad seen on the Avenne, she 
fonnd madomotselle in her bath, and her jewel-boxes 
open on her dressing-table. Presently she emerged, 
her hiur in wet rings, her cheeks flashed, a warm, 
moist fragranoe of violets following her. 

" Yon will order my supper np here, M6dore," she 
said, " and then you will dress me very fine, in my 
loveliest gown. And you will give my compliments to 
Madame Ferpignau and say to her that I go to the 
opera to-night with Herr Professor Emil Laodschad, 
of Winthrap College, in whose class I am. Yoa 
understand? " 

"Ah, oui, mademoiselle. What honor! It is not 
every one that can go to the opera with a professor of 
the college ! I will tell madame at once." 

And when M^dore returned from a coquettish con- 
ference with the bead-waiter, and from a ceremonious 
parley with the imposing Madame Perpignan, Mai^t 
was filling vases and glasses with her blue flowers. 

" Tiena T But yon are lovely, mademoiselle," M&lore 
exclaimed. *'I have never seen yon so becoming. 
Your eyes shine and your cheeks are like rose. I have 
seen once in a play in S^ut-Hyacinthe — a real 
theatre-play that was forbidden by the cur^, although 
I have not seen why — a lady who has much resembled 
you. I have cried much. Her name was Camille, 
like the flower, and she was dying of parting from her 
244 
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lover. Ab, moa Diea, it was sad. Whieh gown shall 
it be, mademoiBelle ? " 

" You may choose, M^dore," she said absently. 

So while Margot pretended to eat her salad, and 
diinh her black coffee, M^dore laid out the gown of her 
choioe,and the jewels and opera- wrap and carriage-shoes. 

From hookiDg Margot's dress, she loohed aronnd 
smilingly at the reflection in the long mirror. " I feel 
myself now to be part of a play, I am so excited," she 
stud, with a sigh of ecstasy. " Yoa are much lovelier 
than the one who was dying. Yon bave mnoh more 
the ur of a princess and yon are so dazzling. It is the 
honor, n'est-ee-pas, that Monsieur le Frofesseur is 
mahing yoa ? There are no other yonng ladies in the 
coU^e who have such honor." 

At last sbe was ready. The blue flowers were pinned 
in her soft little bodice, aquamarines gleamed on her 
neck, and the long, clinging, silver^hot white drap- 
eries fell to her white slippered feet. 

"Mon Dieu, mademoiselle I Ton are beantifnl like 
a miraculous virgin," M^dore cried, following with 
oloak and carriage-shoes. 

Laodscbad was standing, turning over the pages 
of a *' Figaro Dlustr^ " on the centre-table. At the 
bend of the stairs she saw him, and was instantly and 
intensely aware of his well-built height, and of tbe 
white slendemess of his artist hand. He did not hear 
her coming. All the way down tbe long flight she 
could see him, tbe oold, clear-cut lines of his profile 
^^nst the glow of the lamp. She was almost in tha 
doorway before he turned and saw her. 
24fi 
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" Ach, at last I " he cried softly, flashing a look 
over her, and then bending low to kiss her hand. 
"This is living — that you go with me to-night 1" 
He held her hand a moment after the kiss, his eyes on 
the blue flowers in her bosom. 

" It is the dear forget-me-nots that have brongbt 
me," she Bfud. "The; have nkade me to see the fields 
at home. I could almost hear the bees and smell the 
clover, and I — I bad to come 1 " 

" It is tme ! You had to come ! " he repeated, tak< 
ing her oloak from M^ore and folding it round her. 
"It was meant that we shall be together to-nighi. 
But I care not what has brought you. It is only that 
yOQ have come." And he led her down the steps to 
the carriage. When he had shut the door, he turned 
to her with a joyous laogh. " We go to a play," he 
sud rapidly. " Let ns make a play of our own to-night 
that will yet be the reality. Forget that dull college 
— that I am your professor, and that you are my 
pupil. Let us be jaet a man and a woman to-night. Be 
as you were when first yon came to give to me this 
forever unrest." 

" I will do anything, whatever you say, if yon will 
give back to me the — the old — aoh, I do not know 
what feeling I " 

" I will," he sud eagerly. " I will if you will let 
yourself go! I will show you what b the reality. But 
one thing is the reality. You will believe? " 

" I do not know ! I do not know ! " she murmored. 
" I do not know even that I can myself trust to know 
the reality." 
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"Of coarse you cannot! Becanse you have been 
trying to be what ia not youiself. Now, before it ia 
too late, I hare you for my chance to make yoa once 
more your joyoas self. And I will — if you do not 
reeist." His appealing eyes made her eyes fall. 

" Ach, I do not care I I shall not resist ! " 

Again he cangbt her band and put it to bis lips. 
" This is to me the great Ineritable, that we are to- 
gether, you and I," he said. 

It was that band that Alston had held against bis 
cheek. Sbe drew it away. And then the carri^e 
stopped in the flare of the opera, and presently she 
was in the little loge, and Landschad yns watching 
the glasses tamed towards her fairness. The orchestra 
were tuning, dropping melodious bints of the overture. 

Landschad leaned forward to give ber a libretto, 
looking deeply into her eyes. "Already it is coming 
back to you — the old feeling. I can see it in your 
lips. ' Dead are all the gods I Only shall we let live 
the tJbermensoh I ' Ah, hear that 'cello. It is the 
Rhine motif that be plays, nioht wahr ? " 

The deep, low notes, Landscbad's eyes, his white, 
nervous hands rolling and unrolling the libretto — all 
drove the blood flying to her cheeks. 

" I shall hear bo mnaic bnt to know that for to-night 
I may think of you. I shall fill my heart with the 
thought of you," he whispered. 

The overture began. The great cortiun swayed a 
little in the wind from behind the scenes. In the un- 
dulations of the music there was the voice of the Rhine, 
the calm of its depths, the swifter flowing of its sur- 
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face current. Aa the familiar theme came back, an ex- 
quisite sense of th« beauty of things overwhelmed her : 
tiie harmonies, the fragrances, the shimmer of colors, 
the physical perfectnesa of the man behind her, the 
realization that he was aware of her loreliDess, of her 
white shoulder, of the little curls the mirror had told 
lier should not be hidden in the coil of braids. So 
▼ivid was her awareness of his gaze that she put up 
her hand to the little curls. He had been seeing them, 
and at her touch he smiled. She had, then, felt his 
eyes. She glanced down at the shimmering white of 
her gown, at the delicate tips of her slippers. She felt 
the soft dinging of her muslins and silks, the luxurious 
sense of their riohoess and of her own beau^ that 
they clothed. The violins gave a wild, thrillingly 
sweet cry, and into Matgot'a heart rushed the old 
sweet sense of power, of the glory of beauty, of daring 
and not caring. The curtain went up. 

Suddenly she felt Landschad's breath on her shoul- 
der. "It is to me as if a thousand times we have be- 
fore heard this together," be was murmuring. " All 
what is beautiful is like an old, familiar speech that 
you and I have long bad together. And always — 
would it be so, if — " he stopped and flashed crimson 
under his fumess. 

" An old, familiar speech that you and I have had 
together? " she repeated, smiling at-him a little dream- 
ily under her lids. To herself, she was saying, " He 
loves me wildly. It is like wine, his eyes and his 
speech. It would be a joy to love him." 

And as the dwarf and the mfudens chanted of the 
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treasure, he looked at the filmy bertha, the white neck, 
and the Boft, round chin, and heard his heart throb- 
bing into his ears. " We belong together I It ia at 
last my moment that has come to me I '* 

And then the roiee of the river was bashed, and she 
turned to him. 

" I should like jost to go with the river," she said, 
with a little sigh. 

" If I may always think of you — if it is not too 
late — then we both — we both can go with the river," 
he murmured. 

She drew back quickly. " Aoh, no I No more have I 
that elemental joy, like the Rhine maidens. It ia gone." 

** Ton are full of elemental joy. It is that in you 
that has — has so intoxicated me," he said, looking 
daringly into her eyes. " And it is a god's or a hero's 
love that you should have to guard the treasure. Ach ! 
a man could grow a god if yon would let him," he fin- 
ished with a long breath, his nervous fingers still roll- 
ing and unrolling the libretto. 

As he spoke, through a break in the mountains, 
Walhalla gleamed among the clouds, and to the 
flicker and wavering of the fire-music, Wotan and 
Fricka awoke. "' 

" It is only love that will give back to you the ele- 
mental joy," he was whispering on, bis eyes on her 
lips. " That day when you have so wept — and when 
I longed so to — to put just my hand on your hair — 
that day I have told you that your kingdom is love. 
AnditisBoI Ach, it is so I Why will you not believe ? " 

And somehow, as he leaned and whispered, and 
219 
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Loge sang that be has aearohed the world and found 
naoght stronger than Liebe, Liebe, — somehow she 
lifted her eyes for a swift moment to Landschad's. 

*' I do believe," her tremnlons lips framed. 

There was a long silence filled with mosic. She 
ooold hear his quick breathing, and her own breath 
oame fast as she thought of his glance and feared to 
meet it. Now and then she settled the bine flowers in 
her bosom. Onc6 she pushed a loosened oomb into her 
braids. Her cheeks burned. At the end, after the 
hanntiug melody, when Wotan and Fricka led the 
gods across the rainbow bridge into Walfaalla, and 
Loge sang that the treasure *' shall gleam no more for 
the maids," she drew a deep breath. 

"It is too sad— that I cannot endure!" she said, 
" — that the treaanre shall gleam no more for the 
maids." 

" But if they had kept the treasure," he mnrmnred, 
as he held open the soft white depths of her coat. 
" If they had kept it as you will keep your joy and 
yonr freedom." 

In the carriage she was silent and leaned back in 
her comer, her face, grown white, flashing in and ont 
of passing light and shadow. 

" Now, will you not say, perhaps," he b^an pre- 
sently, — " win you not say that I may think of yon 
— that ueverwill it be too late?" He had caught the 
flowers that had fallen. 

Again she gare a little sigh. " Perhaps, it is not 
too late, but — bat think not too much of me — not 
yet — BO soon," she sud. 
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In the vestibnie, before he rang, he held out his 
hand. " And agiun yon will go with me?" he pleaded. 
" You will make this not a last time ? " 

She gave him a swift glance. He looked his best, 
tall, pale, and yet on fire, as he bent to her with baied 
head. 

"I may think of thee a little?" he repeated. "I 
will not be too daring." And he lifted her hand again 
to kiss it. 

She drew it quickly away. " Aoh, not yet I I have 
said more than is true. I do not know myself," she 
faltered. " You will be merciful. I most see to-night 
— in the daylight." 
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.OXBTOH put dowQ his paper and went to the door. 
Sandy wa« crying to come in. " Yon 're a good dog ! " 
his master said. '* I was missing you. It 's a lonely <AA 
house to-night, my boy." 

And the two friends went bacb to the Bitting-room, 
Alston to his chair by the lamp and Sandy to the rug 
at his feet The clock in the hall ticked aloud. Now 
and then, when Alston rattled his paper, Sandy rapped 
the floor softly with his tail. And now and then his 
master reached down and patted his head. 

The room where they sat was pleasant enough in the 
daytime, when the sun fell in through the old laoe 
curtains at the deep south windows, and cheered into 
a less melancholy formality the ancient mahogany, and 
the steel engraTitiga of Washington and his cabinet, 
and the Bock of Ages. But at night, when the room 
was jnst a little oasis of lamplight in the surrounding 
darkness, it was not so Teiy cheerful, especially when 
Mrs. JesBup, the housekeeper, was out, and not knit- 
ting in the kitchen in a rocking-chair that creaked. 
Just any kind of good woman in a house keeps it from 
being utterly lonely. 

Presently, Alston agun lud down his paper, and 
stared a long time at the lamp — so long that he 
could n*t, at first, see Sandy's eyes clearly when he put 
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his paws on hia master's knees and looked ap into his 
face. 

" Old boy, Z can't explain it to ;oa," he said. " I 
knov I 'm poor company, bat I can't do any better. 
You see, yon 've never found me in this kind of trouble 
before. Other times you were troubled, too, and you 
knew how it felt. But I 'm all by myself in this trouble, 
Sandyman ! " Sandy shifted his paws and blinked. 
" But, after all," Alston mused on, " it 's my own fault. 
That 's what makes it hurt so. If it were only some 
one else's fanlt. I went into it like a coll^ boy, just 
as if I had a chance — I, with my narrow life and my 
little pleasores, reaching up to her, bo royally lovely a 
thing. But she seemed to like me, to want me for her 
friend, poor lonely princess. And I went deeper and 
deeper into it, and then I went too far — showed Iier 
my holy of holies — almost told her — what yon and 
I know quite well — that I love her. It was the wrong 
time, perhaps, but I had to let her see that nothing 
made any diJEEerence to me, that I was not afraid. And 
then she tnmed from me — not she, but the part of 
herself that she thinks is betself . That 's what 's the 
matter, Sandy, my boy." Again he stared hard at the 
lamp. " That 's jnst what *s the matter," he repeated. 
And then i^un, after a long time, " It was not she 
that turned from me. It was the unreal MargoL Bat, 
anyhow, we have n't changed a bit, of course. We 're 
her friends, just the same. On guard, Sandy! We are 
not the kind that change, you and I." 

The old dock struck ten. Alston got up and care- 
folly knocked the ashes out of his pipe into the ash- 
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receiver. Mrs. JesBnp had her theories. Then he 
turned down the gas, and he and Sandy went upstairs. 
In a moment a beam of light fell down into the bed 
where the procociotu snowdrops had already bloomed, 
and other less daring bnlbs were waiting for spring. 

And at this very moment Margot was shimmering 
in her white-and-silTer, and listening to Landschad's 
love-making I Alston had wondered a dozen times that 
night how she was getting on in the great city, and a 
deeper disconragement had fallen on him when he had 
realized what had taken her there — the initiation into 
the management of her fortune. That fortune in itself 
seemed barrier enough, now that things were altered. 
Before, in the wonder and joy of their friendship, it 
had quite escaped him ; other things had seemed so 
much bigger. But in none of his imaginings had it 
ever occurred to him to picture her in New York with 
an avowed lover at her aide. Jnst as little did it occur 
to him to picture her mood when, after she had got 
home and M^ore had gone to bed, she sat by the win- 
dow in her anlighted room, and looked out at the cold 
stars that glimmered through the ci^'s night-glow. 

Home I To go home I To catch again at the thread 
of the old life I Over and over again that was what 
her heart cried. It was as part of the old, free life that 
Landscbad had counted, rather than as a lover, and 
yet as a lover be had counted, too. He had stirred 
her. Agiun and again, there in the dark, she flushed, 
as she felt, in swift, hot flashes of remembrance, bis 
passionate eyes, and heard his thrilling intonations, 
all that he had not said. But the point was that h« 
264 
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had 90 vividly aroased her old self. The temptation 
was great to let him see how far he could restore her 
freedom and her serenity. When she heard again in 
memory his whispered "And I may think of thee a 
little?" it seemed to her that there was no longer a 
choice open to her, that she must throw herself into 
bis passion as she would cast herself into the swirling 
river. Then, in another nnezpected flash, she remem* 
hered the firelit cabin, Alston's grave eyes as be told 
bis story, the white road winding off through the snowy 
woods, and beard Alston saying, *' Something or some- 
body has made you a very good woman." 

With a sudden resolve she turned on the light and 
looked op the steamer-sailings in the evening papers. 
This was Wednesday night — or Thursday morning. 
There was a good boat Saturday, a very good boat. 
To-morrow she would tell Mr. Jarvis to book her, she 
would write Emily to have her things packed, and so 
on, and so on. In the summer, she woald have Emily 
and Lacy and Dorothea come to her tor a visit She 
would — she stopped. Quite unexpectedly, the yonng 
face of her mother smiled in her inner vision. Could 
she disown the newborn self on which her mother was 
smiling ? Could she leave the friends her mother had 
given ber? Could she qnite put away the self that they 
loved ? Deep, deep in her conBciousnesa she realized 
that there was somethiug infinitely changed within her, 
that she could not so flee from herself. A premonition 
of dawn had come to her spirit. Even in the twilight 
of the premonition she whispered to herself that she 
conld not go, and then in a swift understanding, so 



:dbvGoogIe 



THE PLAIN PATH 



keen that it cut down all doubts, she saw Alston's 
cabin in the springtime, with the onfettered bnwk and 
the budding trees. 

So Hargot pondered between midni^t and the 
earliest Btreet-noisee. Just about the time that, op in 
Somerset, the first cock was crowing and Alston was 
dropping into his slow-ooming sleep, she watched the 
funt nebula in her soul shape itseU into a star. As she 
sat with her bent head on her arms crossed on the table, 
she felt Helm's Browning beneath her hand. For & 
minute she fumbled it, then realized it gladlj. It stood 
for the certainties for which stood Helm, her friend. 
She got her little English dictionary out of her trunk. 
In the University, Browning had been her hardest 
English, with his qaeer ellipses and strange words. 
The studious habit at onoe qoieted her. She dashed 
cold water over her eyes, and, opening the little book, 
spread it under the Ught Four o'clock rang dear in 
the stillness. A f ar-ofi motor-hom aonnded like a call 
to the hounds on an earl; hillside. Then, farther still, 
a steamer down the bay blew a vast, deep note. 

She bad opened to " A Death in the Desert" In< 
stantly, to her excited fancy, she was part of the scene 
laid in at the beginning of the poem, one of the watch- 
ers at the side of the dying Apostle in the cave looking 
out on the glare of the desert. She could hear the 
call of the Bactrian convert, on watch at the mouth of 
the grotto ; the call like the cry of some wild desert 
bird, to signal to those within that they were safe. 
With XanthuB and Yalens and Pamphylaz and the 
Boy, she watched the faint signs of life in the old man's 
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face ; then saw the Boy reachiog for the plate of gra- 
ven lead, lieard him read in exultant tones, "I am the 
Beanrrection and the Life!'* beheld life flash again 
into the old man's eyes as he slowly drew himself ap 
and looked at those around him. Every one of her 
tired, agitated pulses throbbed with the dramatic 
power of the piotare; and almost as breathless as the 
watchers, she sat in spirit at John's side, waiting an- 
other messi^ before he went. And soon it came, that 
measage for "unborn people in strange lands," for 
us modems in these days of waning faith. She read 
slowly, often going back and over the lines again and 
again, sometimes running ber finger down the pages 
of her dictionary. But the meaning grew, argument 
meeting argument, truth evolving from truth, in the 
languid utterance of the old Apostle whom Jesus had 
loved, all based apon the splendid promise that de- 
clares life to be "just oar clutnce o* the prize of learn- 
ing love." Well as she hnew the lines, she paosed 
long over them again, before she read on to the thought 
of Uie 

" doable way wherein we are led, 
How tbe soul leuns divenely fnim the fleah.* 
How clearly that pointed to her own experience! 
Heretofore she had learned only in the flesh. When 
Denny died, the shock bad quickened her spirit into 
learning. And since then it had been this learning of 
the spirit that bad been as the birth of a new self 
within her. So she read on, through John's teaching 
of tbe instantaneous response of the flesh, but of the 
slow, progressive proof after proof that gives truth 
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to the soul. In the picture of the babe bom inside a 
grot, who knew not the son, she found again herself, 
to whom the Apoetle says, — 

" I think I could explain to iDnh & child 
There was more glow outside than gleftms he oanght." 

Quite simply, and almost nneonsciomly, she followed 
on to the disproofs that we create God ourselves ont 
of OUT own concepts of power and love, to the proofs 
that 

" Since alt things suffer change Bare God, the truth, 
Man apprebends Him newly at each stage." 

There she stopped suddenly and thrast the book 
from her. In what she was meeting, with so wide a 
welcome of the spirit, lay the denial of her father's 
whole philosophy. His book, "God through Heredity," 
proved just what the dying Apostle disproved in those 
calm words. To her father, God was nothing more than 
an oft-changing, shifted, accidental im^e thrown out 
from each varying mind like the im^e from a ma^o 
lantern. Heretofore, unchallenged, this theory had 
seemed to her truth. Until now she had made no close 
and vital comparisons, it had been entirely satisfying. 
Until now she had believed because she had inherited 
the belief. Now — now, in a Bash, she remembered 
Helm and his questions: "Have yon tested it and 
proved it in your own life? Do you know these 
things, or have you just taken them on the word of 
your father? And what would your mother have to 
say about it?" Now was her chance to prove truth 
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out of her own life ! The free mind that had always 
been her boast, gave her fullest liberty to differ, even 
to choose. With an almost triumphant sense of her 
freedom, she allowed herself to realize the majestic 
reaBonablenesB of the belief in the unchanging nature 
of Grod, and of the approach to Him of every indi- 
Tidual soul through the varying phases of human 
experience. Alston had said that this belief touchect 
every angle of life ; she had seen and suffered enough 
to know that the disbelief made a sharp tangent to 
the circle. And he had said — and she had had to 
admit to herself — that such a belief was no more 
contrary to reason than would have seemed the be- 
lief in electricity two hundred years ago. When she 
grew to understand to what she had actually attained, 
she again remembered Helm's words about her father: 
" What would he say now to these things? " 

The last pages of the poem she read in the pale 
mixture of electricity and early daylight. New smoke 
circled up from the chimneys. White puffs of steam 
melted into the cold, brightening air. Then smoke 
and steam grew faintly pink, and out of the vapors 
two airy white spires showed faintly rose. As tbey 
caught the sunrise it seemed to Margot her spirit 
caught the light. Back, far down, the horizon of night, 
she could see the old road turning a dark curve, while 
out and up, through just such a radiance as had 
fallen on the city, the new road led. 

Then bells rang, not striking hours but calling and 
reminding. On a quick impulse she ran and tapped 
at M^dore's door. 

269 
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" Oni ! Oai, mademoiselle! I awmke 1 " sleepily from 
within. 

"Come, M^dore. In fifteen minntea you will be 
ready. We will make a little walk. It is a bright 
moraing. We will go to the church of the two white 
spires. The belle are ringing." 

And in the fifteen minutes they were oat in the 
fresh cold with the early folk. Mai^t was not talka- 
tive, but M^dore was foil of joyous exclamations over 
this city that was eo much grander than Quebec. 
Before the great facade of the cathedral, however, 
she was hashed, and went widened into the high 
stillness. 

There was a service at a side altar. The dark 
figures down through the arches in the pale candle- 
shine looked like some old Spanish canvas. Maigot sat 
in the nave, out of the line of vision of the service, but 
within sound of the little belL Facing her there were 
the pinions of the seraphs on the high altar against 
the glory of the windows in the Lady Chapel, afiame 
with the sunrise. And soon, as the growing daylight 
threw into relief arch and arahitrave and groining, no 
longer only as airy ornament or imposing effect, she 
grew into the foil understanding of the vital structure 
of her own spirit 

That morning she sent her card to Landschad with 
a resolute " P. P. C." in the ooftier. 
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A THRF. lt ATH08PHEBE 

X HAT was FlaoEigan, of oourae, scraping the enowy 
walk from the Science Bnildmg to Fumess Hall, 
where Miss Hathaway lived. Now and then he stopped 
for a pull at his short clay pipe. His red mnfBet made 
a cheerful break in the gray of tiie afternoon. 

" Lord love ye, Miss I Is it yersel' ? " he cried joy- 
onsly, tossing away the ehovelfnl of snow, and then 
grabbing the brown plush oap, with the ear-lappeta, 
off his thinnish hair. " An* it 'a lookin' foine ye air, 
Miss I " 

" And so yon are, Mr. Tlanagan," Margot said 
heartily as they shook hands. " And with Mrs. flynn, 
how goes it ? " 

" Arrab, she 'a foine, too, she is, Mias. Her congh 
is that betther that it 's gone. An' she lays it all t' ye, 
MtsB. Why tbim furs ye gave her is the talk o' the 
pariah I " 

" It 'a too cold that yon should be so polite without 
your hat, Mr. Flanagan," Mai^t laughed. "And I 
do so rejoice that Mrs. Flynn is better I " 

** An' how conld she help bein' betther with the loike 
o' tbim furs ! Why, Father Ryan oame down afther 
Maas t' see thim, an', aez he, * Not the Priaidint's wife 
in the White House has more aootable furs an* no 
betther a heart batin' under tbim,' be aays. Mr. Flana- 
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gan paused to draw forth a big red handkerchief. 
" An' the nig, Miss, for in front of the stove, with &» 
white dog on it ! He 's a livin' dog, shore I I 'm always 
tbinkin' he '11 growl whin I draw me chair near hia 
tail, to be aisy like afther anpper, an' I go oarefuL 
Shure, it 's things for warmth ye 've given ob. Miss, 
an' may the good God warm yer heart fer ye I " 

''You bring me good news, that the little gifts are 
useful," she said, turning to go on. " And you will give 
my love to Mrs. Flynn." 

" I will. Miss, indade I An' I'll t«ll her how well 
yer lookin', wid the change in ye," he answered, using 
the red handkerchief resonantly. 

She stopped. " With the change ? " she cried. 
" What change, Mr. Flanagan ? Am I thinner or — " 

" Ah, not that kind of change, Miss, at all, beggin' 
yer pardon. Perhaps I 'm makio' bold t' spake of it 
t' ye. But it becomes ye, so no harm 's done I " And 
he cackled a little and tugged at his mitts in much 
embarrassment. 

" But what kind of change ? " she persisted, wonder- 
ing in what she had betrayed herself. " You should 
tell me, now that you have so much sud." 

" Well, it 's loike this. Miss. It 's no change of fay- 
tore or color or the loike. How I '11 say it is more than 
I know. But to look at ye makes me feel loike there 'd 
been a Jaoooary thaw, tubby shure, with the stbrames 
high and the ice going out. That 's what it makes me 
feel loike, Mias, to look at yc 1 " His faded blue eyes 
filled a little. " It 's too bold I am, to be spakin' so t' 
ye." 
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She laughed as she tunied away. " It is not at all 
bold," she said. "It is most kind and perhaps — per- 
haps it is true." 

But she felt that it was more than jnst kind, that 
it was profoundly penetrating and tme, his knowing 
that she had had her January thaw. Ever since that 
sunrise in Nev York, ten days before, she herself had 
felt the toe going out and the streams high. 

** I saw you coming," Miss Hathaway cried, open< 
ing the door before Margot had knocked. "I was 
wishing that you would coma Did you hear or feel 
me wishing ? " 

" I, too, had the wish to oome. It was that that I 
have felt. And I have wanted to thank you much for 
the little card." 

Mies Hathaway drew her in and closed the door. 
Then, after turning up the tight under the globe of 
old Flemish glass, she caught her hands, looked at her 
with a little smile, and kissed her on both cheeks. 

" You look very, very nice, my dear," she said, 
** I 've kissed you as the nuns used to kiss the retum- 
iug children in the convent, because your eyes look so 
like a little girl's eyes." 

" Perhaps it is because I am glad to see you that 
my eyea look so," Mai^ot answered with a laugh. 

" And because you know how glad I am to see you t ' ' 
Miss Hathaway exclaimed. 

" At any rate, I like much better the look of a little 
child than the quick, nervous look that gives your 
great New York," Margot said. 

"Or the tired look, from seeing so much — the 
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streets all like twinkling, sliimmering, movlDg pictures 
with the load click of the machinery. Mod Dienl 
How it tires one t Aod so that 's where you have 
been 7 " And after Margot had taken the high carved 
chair h; the fire, she corlecl again among the brocade 
pillows oQ the couch, her clinging violet teargown al- 
most fragrant in its coloring. " And you were very gay 
and did many pleasant things with pleasant people ? " 

" I have studied much per cents and discounts, 
and about stocks — Santa F^ and Union Pacific and 
Street Railway and many other stupid things. The 
advocates were most kind. But I am sure they have 
been thinking a girl has not the bead to manage 
money." 

"Of course they were kind! And they were prob- 
ably thinking how much more interesting it is to have 
for a client a young woman than shrewd, cold-blooded 
business men. And they were nice to you, and yon 
met their families, and they all adored yon?" 

" Ach, no ! It has not been at all like that. I have 
not wanted to meet people. Since I have come to this 
country, I have already met many people. I have said 
to Mr. Jarvis that I would be quite still." She stopped 
a moment and looked at the light. " Yon see, since I 
have been here, I have lived much — bo much that it 
has been as if years have gone. And in New York it 
was my only ohanoe to be all to myself — and to think." 

"Oh, you must stop thinking so much, my dear. 

Just live I Don't think till after you 're thirty. And 

was there nothing else in your vacation but that? 

That doesn't sound like a vacation at alL" 

SM 
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Mai^ot flushed and laughed. '* Ob, there was mncli 
else. AJfter coll^^ has closed, for five days I hare 
been with my couBins in Studley, where there is an 
adoralile little ohild. And for one whole day I have 
been in the woods on snowshoes, following the wild 
things." She paused and drew a long breath. 

"That explains yon quite satiafactorily," Miss 
Hathaway laughed. '* The little ohild you played with, 
and the day in the woods, they have given yon the 
new look." 

" Perhaps ! " Margot said a little absently. And 
then suddenly, she got np and eat on the coach at 
Miss Hathaway'a side, and taking her hand, held it 
against her oheek. 

" Do you remember the evening at the fountain and 
how hard I have been ? " she said softly. " And that 
you have said that all reaching up towuds the — the 
Absolute, is beautiful, and that — " 

" I very well remember, dear." 

Still Margot hesitated. *' Since Christmas it is with 
me almost as yon have said that evening. I am no 
more hard towards — towards what to others is the 
truth. And sometimes almost it is as if — as if I can 
see what you see. Always now I can see what yon mean. 
It i^thia I have come to tell, for yon first, in all my 
life, have — have dared to say it to me — that last 
night the foontain has played." 

" It is becanse your eyes see the truth that they 
have the look of a little girl's eyes," Miss Hathaway 
sud gently. 

" And more yon said that now I can understand," 
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Margot waa going on, Btill holding the hand i^ainst 
her cheek. "Things have happened quickly to me. 
And what you have said about the light that comes to 
us through living, instead of just through books — 
DOW I quite olearl; see what you have meant, and that 
it b true." 

Miss Hathaway caught her hands joyously. *' My 
dear I My dear T Why, that is the great secret of life, 
and yon 've fonnd it That is Culture, as well as Be- 
ligton. Now everything is possible to you in living — 
any heights." 

Mai^t drew a little away. " Ach, no heights will 
I have t " she exclaimed. ** I will he just woman, to 
get near to people, and to love and serve." 

" Ab, but those are the heights, my dear," the other 
Bfud, with a little sigh. Then, after a minute, "You 
are a dear to come to toll me this. It is what I have 
longed to hear you say. When yon came into my class 
and I grew to know you, I felt at once your possibil- 
ities, if you could get the right view of life — the view 
throngb humanity up, not through books down. Look- 
ing np through himianity, you see, means culture, and 
if we took high enough, throngh clouds, religion." 

"Always you have spoken to me like ao angel — no, 
like a most dear friend," Ma^;ot broke in fervently. 

" Nothing of the angel, hut wholly the friend," Miss 
Hathaway answered, and got up to pnt a taper to the 
old altar-iamp under the golden row of Fra Aagelieo 
angele. She was slow about it, trimming the wick. 
Then she turned, and, coming to Margot's side, put 
her hand lightly on her hur. " My dear," she said, a 
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little breathlessly, and in a tone lower even tlian her 
usual contralto, ** don't look at me ! I 'm going to tell 
you sometliing — to make fast the bond between us. 
I am quite alone in the world. I shall always be quite 
alone. In our family there has always been something 
fearfully awry with the temperaments. Papa and 
mamma were both artiets. After I came there was a 
shocking divorce. I grew up in that. It was because of 
temperament and the bitter need of God. Then death 
came. And so always, always I 've been in terror of 
my temperament — and trying to find God — like a 
child in the dark with a terror. And at once I felt 
your temperament, and was afraid for yon — till now." 

She stopped and Margot could feel the cold of the 
hand that lay so softly on her hair. Then suddenly 
she gave a little laugh, and went again to tending the 
old lamp. Margot looked ap. Her face was white and 
strangely lined, in the wavering flame. 

" If Professor Landschad should know of the change 
in you, what would he say ? " she exclaimed. '* He has 
declaj«d to me proudly that you Monists never change. 
He would say that you are in love, of course." 

Evidently she had dtopped the curtain she had 
lifted foe that tense moment. Margot understood, and 
tried to look at her with eyes that had not heard, and 
that yet remembered. 

'* Professor Landschad has known," she said quite 
simply. "In New York I have gone with him to 
' Daa Rheingold.' I had a fearful homesickness, and 
no one has known me, and I have not cared much 
what I have done. And afterwards I was quite sure 
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of myself. It has been m; great test, tlie miuio and 
all that has been like my own home. He has done me 
mnoh kindness, to show me so clearly myself." 

Agun Miss Hathaway laughed and looked at her 
lingeriogly. " At any rate, he will be sure to say that 
yoa are in love. All the weather of the spirit he de- 
clares made hot or cold or dark or bright, by the 
heart. Yet he does n't seem qiute sore there is even 
such a thing as a heart And now must yon go?" 

Ma^^t bad risen and put her arm over the other's 
shoulder. " Yes, I must go. But yon wiU understand 
that it has all come from within me, what has hap- 
pened?" she urged. "Nothing has forced me into 
things. It is as if fire has kindled from embers that 
before I have not felt even warm in my spirit — it 
has not kindled from outside. In all I have been quite 
free. Only Denny and little Dorothea, and you, dear 
friend, and things — things that have happened, and 
twioe Mr. Helm has said great things to me — these 
have made me to understand myself I But it has all 
been quiet — within my own spirit." 

" Mr. Helm ! " Miss Hathaway exclaimed. " That '» 
good I Let him say as manyfine things to you as he 
will. He is very convincing because he believes so 
thoroughly in himself. And of course I do understand 
all — all that you would have me understand." 

And when Margot had been kissed again, convent- 
fashion, and let out into the twilight, she sank once 
more among her pillows. The girl's soul was like the 
bulb-fields of Holland in the spring, she was thinking. 
And it was not hard to see, in the quick flowering, 
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the part LandBohad was playing. The three of them 
were a queer triangle of a situation, she herself and 
Mai^ot and Landsohad. As for herself, the light she 
was holding for Margot made her less afraid of the 
dark. So she mused, unmindful of the swift coufusioD 
of her figures of tnought. 

That very evening, after supper, Mr. Helm ap- 
peared, hut not, seemingly, with the intention of say- 
ing fine things. When Emily was lounging on Matgot's 
couch, telling of the more cheerful news from home, 
and wondering that Margot should say so much less 
of the Gentian Gentleman when she bad no doubt seen 
him so much more. Helm's card was brought up. Mar- 
got, in a deep chair by the fire, tossed it to Emily. 

"Thou wilt come down, Emilohen, niohtwabr?" 
she said. " Two are more merry than one." 

Emily flashed and sat up, with widened eyes and a 
laugh. " Indeed not I It is you he wants to see. And 
sinoe when has he been at your feet ? That 's three 
that I 're actually seen with my bodily eyes I " Emily's 
voice had a little ring in it that was not all tanghter. 

" Ach, do not 1 It is not so ! It is wrong what thoa 
sayest, Emilchen I I have met thy Mr. Helm ^ain at 
my cousin's in Studley, and Dr. Goddard has said 
that he should come. It is just that, and he is kind." 
And she got up, a little wearily. 

"I was only teasing, dearest. Of course he's kind, 
and it 's beautiful to have him come. I only wish I were 
clever enough and stunning enough to have professors 
madly in love with me, and clergymen eager to call" 
And then, when Margot said, "Ach!" with a great 
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BOom and held her bead high, Emily lauded agun 
and reached for "Die Jngeod" on the table. "I'll 
study modem Gennan art, and work oat Qfltman 
jokes till you oome back," she said with a yawn. 

And after all, it was n't a particularly fine thing 
that Helm said in greeting. He had not Alston's 
ooorage, and had not ventared In as far as the Fonim 
Komanmn over the mantel. He sat in his overcoat, 
holding bis hat, with a boyish flashing of his St. 
Sebastian face over his Roman collar. 

*' You see how quickly I am availing myself of your 
permission to come on my own responsibility," he 
began. 

" I rejoice myself that you have dared," she laughed 
back. 

And then she sat down almost under the big sword 
fern on the stand by the window — so near that one 
long leaf touched her bur and the shoulder of her 
white gown. There was a little talk of New York, 
with Margot's declaration that it was just Berlin with- 
out the Kaiser, and Helm's assertion that Berlin waa 
just New York with the Kaiser, and then there was an 
entire ^preement of mind on the subject of the God< 
dards. Presently Helm leaned over and twirled his 
round hat as a boy would do. 

** My call is resjly to ask yon to come over to hear 
our new organ at St. Hilda's," he said. " The Swintons 
have ^ven it, and Saturday night ve are going to 
hear it for the first time. Yoa will oome ? " 

She had reddened and drawn a bit away from the, 
teasing fern. " I will see," she answered. 
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" I remember ! " he exclaimed. " It is not a service. 
There are to be only a half-dozen of ua. And if you 
would bring Miss Bishop or any one else yon Uke. 
The point is that yon should oome and hear the 
organ." 

" I will oome and bring £mily. She will like mnoh 
to come. And the organ I adore." 

He rose, and then sat down agun. ** The Browning? 
Are you reading it? Has it meant anything to yoa?" 
he said. 

" Ach, it has meant everything to me. When I 
have been in New Yorh, all one night I have read 
and thought on the poem you have been so good as 
to mark. All that not yet was thought ont in my 
mind, it has said to me." 

"Thank God I The tmth always seems a special 
and immediate revelation just for us, when we open 
our hearts." 

" But your poet has for one a revelation that' ia 
not against reason. He makes all grow out of the 
human, when he says that life is just love. Deep 
down in your being you feel that he knows, and so 
you follow." 

He rose this time and held out his hand. " You 
intense Germans ! It 's always deep-sea fishing with 
you, is n't it ? And how mnoh there is for us to talk 
about." 

"Then, why do yon go so soon?" she said. "Is it 
that you fear where there are so many beautiful 
young ladies?" 

He colored. "No, I 'm not afraid," he laughed 
271 
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agftin. "But I've fonworo society until I — I'm 
wliolly the seirant of the spirit. Good-night! I'm 
counting on yon for Saturday." 

Upstairs, when Margot opened the door, Emily 
started np suddenly from doing nothing. " Die Jo- 
gend " had slipped to the floor. " I vas goiog to sleep 
here in the chair, I do believe," she said. " He did a't 
stay long, did he ? Was he in a hurry ? I 'vo never 
heard of his calling here before." 

" No, it was not long. He came but to give an in- 
vitation to thee and to me, that we come Saturday 
night to hear the new organ. I do not know was he 
in a hnny. And I have said that we should like much 
to come." 

Agtun a wave of color flooded Emily's face. " Hon> 
estly, Margot? He asked me?'* She got up and 
stood fumbling a book on the table. ** You know yon 
saggested me, dear t " 

*' Truly, he haa said, 'bring Mias Bishop.' Of 
course be has. And thou wilt go, liebchen? '* 

Emily turned to the door, the little drawn line 
between her brows. *'I'm afraid I can't," she an- 
swered slowly. " Saturday is such a busy night, and 
then there are Kitty Lambert and Mollie Todd to be 
tutored and — But good-night 1 '* 

*'Then I will not go. I do not care. And without 
thee, I should seem, in a church, foolish. To not go 
to a church will be no loss." 

Emily closed the door and came back. "Of course 
I'll go, dearest," she said. "I'm really dying to, 
especially if you care. And I suppose the girli can 



:dbvGoogIe 



A RARER ATMOSPHERE 



wut, even if the midyears are oomiDg. I 'm tired and 
cross. I need some fine music for a tonic." 

**Ach, that is good. Then thou canst show me the 
great Mrs. Svinton vho gives the dinners about 
which I have heard from Professor Landschad. How 
tired and white thou art, liehlingl Promise not to 
work more to-night." 
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X HROUQH the daffodilB and azaleas iA&Tgot had sight 
of him while the florist was tyiog up her pot of bdow- 
drops. He was across the way, eommg leisorel; out 
of the coort-hoose with a green manuscript bag under 
his arm. His eyes swept her side of the street, the 
flower-filled window, seemed to linger on her, then 
turned up the hilt towards the down-coming trolleys. 
Into the oar marked " Somerset " she could see him 
step, and presently had his profile at the window. For 
an instant she felt a wild impulse. She opened the 
door and ran out, leaving the snowdrops and her mnff. 
A second impulse brought her back. When she had 
got her belongings and again opened the door, the 
street was empty, the long line of trolleys bad pulled 
oat 

It was in the low temperature prodaced by this 
oontraiy wind that she sat in St. Hilda's that night, 
wuting to hear the new organ. It was early. The 
great cross over the altar was hung with shadows. 
The sexton was moving chairs and clicking buttons in 
the choir. They were far back in the shadow, Emily 
in the shell-pink waist she had made herself during 
the holidays. The chnroh was brightly dark from the 
radiance around the organ, with its gleaming banks 
of keys and stops. Margot sat thinking of the first 
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time Bbe bad sat with Emily in ohtuoh, and trying 
not to attend to the dull ache left by thoae vanislied 
trolley-cars. 

A qaick step came out of the vestry, stopped a 
moment in the chancel, and hurried down the aisle. 
Emily's heart beat fast. ItvasHelm. Inamomenthis 
hand was out to her with a " Good-evening ! Awfully 
glad you came ! " Then to Mai^t, with a deeper color 
and a little more speed in his words, " It was good of 
you to come, Miss too Merreldt." 

Just then silk rustled in the rear of the chnioh, 
voices dropped from outside laughter into whispers. 

*' They Ve come," Helm said, and went to meet Dr. 
and Mrs. Swioton, with that manner of his that was 
the mingling of the worldling and the ascetic So Miss 
Hathaway commented to Landsobad as they followed 
the others. 

And then, in the little stir of getting seated, she 
knew without looking that Landschad bad become 
aware of a softly curved black bat over softly piled 
blond hair on the other side of the aisle. 

Mrs. Swinton, too, was aware of the bat, and nodged 
her husband, and leaned over to Landschad to say, 
" It is she, is n't it ? Your unconverted G«rman beireas? 
Is n't she stunning I Mr, Helm will bring her around, 
yon 'II see I " 

And then the organist came, and in the expectancy 
tbe church grew bare of even the stir of Mrs. Swin- 
ton's petticoat. 

Helm dropped into a pew across the aisle behind 
Emily and Ih^u^ot, and sat with bis head a little high 
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and hU amu folded. Margot had rested ber head 
on the back of the front pew. That in itaelf waa 
•ignificant, after her confession that "The Death 
in the Desert " bad meant much to ber. The first note 
of t&e Gounod " Sanctus " trembled from the new 
organ. He drew his look quickly away, with the ex- 
quisite impression of the lines of her ear and chin, 
and set himself to following the climbing " Sanctna," 
as it soared among angels, archangels, cherabtm, 
seraphim. 

Gkiisg home he fell into line with her, while Emily 
walked with Mrs. Swinton, and said pretty things 
about the joy of giving, and Mrs. Swinton asked 
low-voiced questions, that left Helm and Margot 
free. 

Oat of the criticism of the organ, and talk of when 
it was at its best and how well the echo did its work. 
Helm's voice grew more low-toned as he said, " I re- 
membered the first night you were there. The Gounod 
' Sanctus' that be played is like yonr awakening since 
then — ever higher, higher. Did you remember that 
first night?" 

" Oh, yes I I have been remembering that first 
night. And the other times, on the hilltop." 

" I thank Ood that I dared, that first time ! " he 
exclaimed. ** I had to get into your consciousness some- 
how. I could not have wiuted (or the slow progress of 
acquaintance into friendship. And so — " 

*' And so you were to me a very good phystoian. 
You have hurt that you might cure ! " 

" I hurt that I might cure 1 " he repeated. *' But 
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anyhow, with oertain people — rare people — we feel 
at oDce quite bare-Bouled, do we Dot? Our spirits 
look out and know each other. And with that recog- 
nition all conTcntions fall." 

They were almost at the college gates; Emily van- 
ished down the campus. 

'*And it was so that yon knew my spirit?" she 
said. 

** Tea, bnt it did not know me. And so I dared. 
Does it yet know me, do you think ?" 

" Ach, yes I Since the second time, when yon have 
told me what it is to live." 

** It was as a signal to your spirit that I sent the 
Browning. Just what message did it bring jon 7 " 

*' It made me to see clearly my own spirit, and to 
feel its life aa quite different from all what I had 
known before as life," she said. 

He threw back bia head joyously. " Ab, the life of the 
spirit 1 That is the only life I The other ia not life. 
The other ia like — like struggling under water, with 
the sea-monsters in the waves. That you have attained 
to the rarer life, my friend I " 

They slowed their steps and his radiant gaze drew 
hers. 

" But I am not yet attained to it. I ' can only see it 

— see how it is so to live — like a road on the moun- 
tains when the mists blow away." 

" I think," he said slowly, as slowly as their linger- 
ing footsteps, ** I think I can lead you a little distance 

— a mile or so — along the road — if I may, if you will 
let me. At least, may I be the friend of your spirit ? " 

277 
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They had reached the steps of her college hoase. The 
light fell on the two faces, his eager, pale, iUaminated, 
intent on hen that was paler still, with downcast 
eyes. 

" I need much a guide," she mnnnored haltingly. 
" It u qaite new to me, — the road, — and sometimes 
I am not snre. If yon will be the — the friend of my 
spirit." She held ont her hand with a little smile. 

" I will," he sud, " with all the wisdom God girea 
me to share with yon. Good-night ! " , 

Upsturs in her room, when she felt for the matches, 
something soft touched her hand. The light rcTealed 
pneay-willows, a great bunch of them, withont a card. 
Under them lay the evening mail that Emily bad 
stopped to get, — some bills, a little letter from 
Dorothea, and the thick envelope with the Leipzig 
mark. A roah of gladness like spring filled her heart 
at sight and touch of tbe pussies, as she put them into 
the vase on her desk, their loveliness airily reprodnoed 
in their shadows. Quite of the same sort was tbe glad- 
ness made by Dorothea's note, saying, in large nn- 
oertainty of capital and small letter and period, that 
she had had sore-throat and grandmother had gone 
South and Mother was sad, and Uucle John had been 
there on his way to get pussy-willows, and would n't 
Cousin Margot come soon again ? 

Into this vernal tenderness fell the chill of the 
Leipzig letter. Margot waited nntil tbe fire had blazed 
up cheerily before she read it. Then on the rug, close 
to the warmth, she unfolded the scrawled and wrinkled 
sheets. 
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:dbvGoogIe 



ViLU WoTAN, Lxazm, 
28 D«i«mb«F, 19 — 
IjIEBES EtND, — This two Days I lie in Bed. Tliat 
stupid Dr. Lindhorat insists for me to lie here because 
of a Scene I have made in the Artists' Ball on the 
Eve of Christmas. I have gone in the easiest-to-make 
Costume, Heloi'se, like a Nun. And I have danced 
and danced, and then I have coughed and congbed, 
and there was Blood on the white VeiL It was very 
dramatic, the Scene. I pay now for it. I have to lie 
here quite still, but my Brain is working. Of Christ- 
maa, all what I have had was the Bells. They have 
rung until I was crazy, as if Devils were dancing to 
them. They made the Tears — [Here the line broke 
with a blot. Then it began agiun] Here I have 
coughed. That was Yesterday. Now I begin ag«D, 
much, much better. I was relating thee of Christmas. 
I have thy Gift, the Bag that thou hast sewed for 
me. Aoh, to think that thou dost sew little Presents 
for thy Friends! I love the Gift — every Stitch I 
love. And yet I cannot in my wildest Fancy make 
thee to sew. If thou dost sew thy Love into gifts, 
thon art changed, my Eagle t Before, thou badst no 
Time, with thy Horses and thy Aatomobiles and thy 
Lovers. Perhaps thon hast learned to nurse the Sick 
and to mourn. Bemember, " where in the World is 
there greater Foolisbness than among the Sympa- 
thizers I " and again '^ Truly, I do well this and that to 
the Suffering, but better, it seems to me, would it be 
shonld I learn well to enjoy myself." I implore thee, 
do not grow to sympathize and spill thy Wine of Joy I 
279 
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The whola Bay I am lying here. Lottoheo goes creep- 
ing in and out like a Cat, so still I cry out, "Be not 
ao etiU ! I do not die I I am just weak beoanse that I 
have danced too hard I Be not like one around the 
Dead ! " And then I long for thee and wonder what thoa 
dost. If I picture thee in thy grand Gowns and Jewels, 
laughing, Ube a Tigress playing with Men, keeping thy 
Mind free and thy Heart cold and proud, then I can 
sleep. Ach, but when I sleep, then have I dreams 
that sioken mel And Lottohen says I talk much 
io my Sleep and pluck the Sheets and make wild 
Prayers. No donbt the Servants listen at the Door to 
hear the Secrets I chatter in my Sleep. My worst 
Dream is of thee, that thou bast given Birth to a 
Thing that tbon dost call a Soul and that it is still- 
born, and thou dost weep thyself into an ugly, long- 
faced HtLg ! Ade 1 I am tired. I '11 go to sleep. Next 
week — the Doktor— Thy 

Hadwig. 

An early Spring — The Storks already fly over — 
Yesterday I have slept. Another hateful Dream I This 
Herr Alston of whom tbon hast a little spoken, bnt 
of whom I can mncb tell ! Be thy wise, prond Self 1 
Is be not poor ? Does be not come of mnob Littleness 
and Stupidness, of much Praying and Preaching? 
Acb, it makes my Sonl to twinge to think of thee t 
Tbon art rich. Tbon bast breathed the Air of the 
wide World. Thou and be to marry 1 Ach, "thy Mar- 
riage," as Nietzsche says, "but makes of many short 
FoolishneBses one long Stupidity I " 
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" My God 1 My God I " Margot foand bersfllf say- 
ing ID a little whisper as ahe finiahed. At first, she 
did not know what words she was saying. Tlie ter- 
rors of the letter dulled her mind to all except the 
picture of the sick-bed, the red-gold hair on the pillow, 
the long white hands, frightened Lottchen creeping 
in and ont. Then she heard herself whispering, and 
came back to herself and read it again. 

As she read, the door opened a crack, and Emily's 
voice said, " Good-night, dear I " 

" Ach, Emilchen I Please come I I want thee mnch." 

" I 'm easily had 1 " Emily laughed, coming in and 
closing the door. It was late and ahe was in the little 
gray wrapper, her hair tied with a bloe ribbon. Her 
face was pale, for rosy £mUy. " I had to hurry home 
to tutor that sweet, stupid little Mary Blossom in 
algebra. I got your mail for yoa as I passed. I *Te 
made fifty cents, but my head is as empty as a gourd." 
And she dropped on the couch. 

" It is more thy heart than thy head that I need, 
liebohen," Margot said. 

" Bad news ? " 

" Ach, yes I Hadwig is fearfully ill, and she writes 
quite wildly to me. I should go back. She makes 
me to fear everything — myself, my friends I Ach, 
Gott I " 

"Voul Doubt yourself oryourfriendsl Nonsense!" 
Emily cried, springing up vigorously, and putting soft 
arms around Mai^ot's neck. " It 's because she 's ill 
that she writes that way, of course. Why, you of all 
people have least to doubt in your friends. They all 
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adore ;ou. Not jnst men that are in love with yon, 
— and they always are, — bnt just look at — at 
Flanagan and Mrs. Fljnn and Miss Hathaway and — 
and me," she finished trimnphantly. " Do yon doubt 
me?" 

"Never, mein liebchen. And now give me of thy 
heart's judgment. What shall I do? Hiidwig is ill 
and needs me. Shall I go back quickly and leave all 
here?" 

**! think," Emily aaid slowly, with the little line 
between her brows, — "I think I'd write first to the 
doctor and ask for exact details, and then decida 
Then yoa 'U be sure. But of course it is n't so bad as 
that. We can't let yoa go till June. Yon 've just got 
to stay and see me graduate. Now, there 's the bell t 
Do write, and don't worry ! " 

She turned to go, then came back and stood a mo- 
ment, warming her hands. " We have n't said a word 
about the oi^an concert," she exdiumed. " The mosie 
was glorious, was n't it ? I don't understand music, of 
course, bnt I do love it so." 

" It is truly a great organ," Margot answered a little 
absently. 

"And yonr walk home?" Emily went on. "It was 
pleasant? " 

Margot put Hadwig's letter back into the envelope 
with a nice precision. A little flush had come into her 
cheeks. "I had almost forgotten," she exclaimed. 
" The letter has driven things out of my mind. Yes, it 
was very nice. Mr. Helm has been speaking mnch of 
the mosio, and — and of the Browning he has so kindly 
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sent, and of the life of the spirit. He was most inter- 
eating. Bat it was cold." 

"Ye8, it was cold," Emily ^^reed. "So I ran." 

When she had gone, Mfu^t wrote to the doctor, 
and then to Alston, thanking him for the pussies. 
Exteriorly the note was a distinguished affair, in its 
heavy envelope with the wonderful crest ; and the next 
afternoon it held the fascinated gaze of Alston's ofBoe- 
boy, and of his partner, Mr. Haveraham, until Alston 
himself came in and pocketed it with a fine nonoha- 
lance. 

"Whose advertisement?" Haveraham ventured, 
with a smile that rejoiced the soul of the office-boy. 

" German yeast," Alston said grimly. 

When he finally read it, his nonchiUance vanished. 
There were just ten lines, counting her signature, hot 
not the date. But they told as much as ten p^^. 

"I'm no Sherlock Holmes," he said to himself, "hut 
it 's safe to guess that Hadwig has written another 
poisonous letter, and that that German Nihilist in the 
Science Department has been spreading dynamite in 
her path. She needs a kiss from Dorothea, does n't she, 
Sandy?" 

Margot, meanwhile, after writing the note, had 
dreamed of Alston's coming to the Villa Wotan with 
a stethoscope and a doctor's bag, and giving choco 
lat&<;oated pills that made all things well. 
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CHAPTEB XXIV 

A TOBSEHT ASD A BOCK 

X H£ Germui Nihilist in the Scienoe Department felt 
ag if his heart were indeed the niuafe repositorT- of 
explosives. The little card in New York had been 
nnmistakable in its meaning ; bnt it takes more than 
one backet of water, no matter how cold the water is, 
to atop a conflagration. So the laboratory hours when 
Margot was at her microscope were periods of repres- 
sion to the professor with die fine, cold profile that 
the girls sketched in their note-books, who, they all 
knew, was hopelessly in love with Margot von Mer- 
veldt. So snccessful was the repression of the Herr 
Professor that his manner with Margot was no more 
impressive than with Cornelia Taylor, who was study- 
ing to be a medical missionary in Najibabad, and wore 
pnrple ontiog flannel shirt-waists. 

Bnt on a shining Saturday morning, when the Ten- 
Mile rang with skates, Margot started the f ose which 
set off all the explosives in Landsdiad's magazine. 
All that she did, to be sure, was to appear on the ice 
in her green-cloth skating-suit, which was no more 
jaunty than those worn quite harmlessly by thousands 
of girls on the ponds and rinks of the fatherland. But 
Landschad had had a sleepless night, during which 
he had smoked many cigarettes, played stormily on 
imaginary violins, and read feverishlj and intermit- 
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tently at Strindberg and Sudermum. So when be 
swnng round the curve of the little river and beheld 
Emily Bishop just skating oS with a wave of good-bye 
and something about tutoring in algebra, and Frau- 
lein von Merveldt skating towards him quite alone, 
he felt that the hour was come, and let the spark 
travel 1 

" Gott sei dank, Franlein von Merveldtl " be cried, 
with his best German officer bow. "Now yon will 
skate with me, niobt wahr? and let me believe myself 
to be a thousand miles or more from this stupid place. 
For me, it is that or a pistol-shot." 

As he spoke, he swept round in a swift circle and 
held out his hands for hers. He was pale and his eyes 
were heavy and a little savage. To the girls skating 
by, he was thrillingly handsome in his pallor and 
gtaoe. 

" With pleasure," Margot said, as theyskimmed on, 
" But you must live. There are still a few days before 
the course is ended. It would not be good, a break in 
the work. And at any time, to kill one's self, it is not 
pleasant for others. And in a women's college — with 
all the nerves. Women have nerves, you have said, 
Herr Professor." And she laughed. 

" And men, too ! " he exclaimed bitterly. *' Mine 
have found me out — since New York." 

"Miss Hathaway says that always after New York 
one has nerves," sbe went on. " Always one is tired 
out. And I can see why it is so. To run after fashion 
and wealth one must go much faster than after art 
and music. So in New York it is a much wilder race 
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tlian io Berlin or in Paris — and for not much, after 
aJL" 

Their rbythm was a unit as tbey swung on round to 
where the river narrowed nnder the sparkling willows 
until it looked like the nave of an ioe cathedraL 

"Ach, sometimes Miss Hathaway does not read 
truly, with all her intuition. It was not New York 
that so a^tated me, mein Franlein," he stud rapidly, 
in a tone so suddenly changed and low that a shadow 
seemed to have fallen over the ice. *' It was you. Why 
should I not tell you what you so well know — and 
what so often you have been hearing before from other 
men ? " And he looked at her out of eyes so melan- 
oboly that again she remembered what be had said 
about the pistol-ahot. " To you," he went on, ** it is 
the old game, and your skill — " 

"Please! Do not, I implore you," she cried. "I 
have already too much — and now this I It is too 
much 1 " 

" No, it is not too much to yon, when it counts for 
nothing. To me, to whom it is everything — to me it 
is too maehl" He shrugged t^ain and laughed bit- 
terly. " They have had more chance with you, your 
pious friends. But at ' Das Itheingold,' I have dreiuned 
it was not too late — and you have dreamed — and you 
have promised ! " 

*' Ach, what I have done at * Das Rheingold,' that 
I do not know ! It was the music that has enchanted 
me." 

" You have done nothing ! But yon have felt — that 
is more than to do. You were yourself . And yon knew 
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that I felt aod you did not say no. And you gave me 
one look that vas confession — and it is mine, always I 
Yon lifted your eyes. I shall not forget." 

" A look is not mucli of one's self when one listens 
to mnsio," she said in a voice that was tremulons in 
its qniet. " I do not want it hack, Herr Professor. It 
is not worth to — to take back." 

They were far down the stream now, where it 
broadens ont towards the meadows and the river. Off 
to the right, the little chimneys in the Patch smoked 
cheerily, and the cross on St. Michael's glinted pleas- 
antly in the sun. Mai^t took courage at the sight. 

"Then it is no use — ever? It is quite too late?" 
he stud. " Ever since we have eat in the Bunshioe on 
the steps when the litUe hoy died — ever since you 
have wept in the library — it has been growing the 
whole dream of my life to set you free from this thing 
that is encircling yon, from all this empty talk of ' the 
spirit.' And of oar life together I have dreamed. We 
ehonid oare for no one, for nothing but to love, to (eel, 
to get all joy out of life — ont of this life of which, 
at least, we are sure. Ach, nbermenschen we should 
be ! Like a fool I have been, becanae — because yoo 
have made me so to love you." 

He had spoken so rapidly, so breathlessly, that she 
could not stop him. 

" Made you to love me [ " she cried hotly, when he 
had ended with another bitter laugh. 

"Forgive! Not that I have meant that yon have 
tried. But what yon are — that has made me to love 
you." 
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'* But it is foolish, what yon say," she exclaimed, a 
little more quietly. " You do not love me — this me I 
You love me aa I was vhen first I hare come to the 
college, when I was like you and have not known my 
owo soul. It is the I without the soul that you have 
loved. And I have tried — oh, hard have I tried — to 
go back again in my fancy into the life that you have 
dreamed — for as. But I cannot ! Never again can I 
go ! " She saw him half winoe and flush hotly over her 
halting " for na," and her tone grew very gentle. 

On the trunk of a great fallen willow that jntted out 
from the shore she sat down, and began to tug at her 
skatfretraps. All around slid and skated the young* 
Bters from the Patch, in bulky comforters and nonde- 
script coats or none, accompanied by joyous dogs of 
various builds. Landschad seemed not to see. With 
his hands deep in his pockets, his head down, he was 
skating round and ronnd. 

** Yon will see," she went on. " I am not at all the 
woman now to be in your dream. Some day — not 
long away — you will laugh that you have so thought 
of me." 

But now he did not lau^. ''What! Yon go?" he 
cried. " Is it that I have bored you so that you go? 
Will yon not skate back? I will promise that I have 
finished." 

" It is not that. But I must go home through the 
Patch. It is long since I hare seen Denny's mother, 
and now it is so near." 

He was kneeling, taking off her skates with his 
nervous fingers. " If I could make a prayer," he was 
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murmuring, " and if there were a Qod to hear prayers, 
then would I pray that yon go home to Leipzig, out 
of this stnpid brotherly love — quite away from me, 
if it must be." And he caught her gloved hand, and 
in the opening in the palm, kissed it hotly. 

She drew it away hastily. " If yonr prayer shonid 
have an answer, yon will believe? " she said. ** Per- 
haps, soon, I shall go back to my home." 

" Aoh, I shall believe that Qod was a blunderer to 
bring me near you," he answered bitterly. " And that 
yon go home, before it is all too late, — for that I 
hope." 

He did not look at her agun as he swung away with 
his most formal of bows. And she, too, went without 
a backward look. The swift walking over the snowy 
meadow in the sunshine was like walking in a dream 
after the terrors that come in sleep. The ring of his 
skates died away. Over the hurt of so hurting him 
rose quickly the sense of relief, of being over and done 
with what had to come. She had proved herself to her- 
self as well as to him. And in him, how fearful it was, 
the lack. How hard was the something, or the nothing, 
behind his thought. " A temperament without God," 
she remembered suddenly. In a flash, she measured 
herself with him. She was higher by a soul's height. 
But how it hurt to remember bis eyes t 

The little white house on the corner of River and 
View streets made no showing of hospitality as she 
approached. The bright blue window-shades were 
drawn. Only the chickens were in possession of the 
premises. Through the Nottingham lace gathered over 
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the glass in the front door, the chromo of the (rood 
Sliepherd looked out at her as she rang the jangling 
bell. How long ago it seemed, that other day when 
she had turned her eyes away and loathed it I And 
there on that step she had sat with Landachad, and he 
had begun to dream and she to awake. In the poig- 
nant shine of a lowering snn they had sat, that October 
day. Now, the snn had the spring in it, 

*' She 's oat washin' at Mrs. Lee's, is Mrs. Flynn," 
called a voice. " An' it 's all day she '11 be with the 
six ohilder an' the tablecloths an* his shirts." 

A friendly neighbor stood by the fence with a blue 
apron over her bead. 

" Oh, I thank you ! I am sorry not to see her. But 
I am glad that she is out to work, for that means that 
she is well," Margot called back. " And you will please 
Bay that Denny's friend has come ? " 

"I will, Missi I will! God bless ye!" said the 
other, with eyes that followed her down the little 
path. 

On the next block was the Rectory, with its win* 
dows full of blooming geraniums, and the cats sunning 
themselves on the porch. Father Eyan was at the hot- 
beds, taking off the protecting carpet and sacking, to 
let the sunshine in to his violets. As she passed, he 
stood up, looked at her a moment, shaded his eyes to 
be sure, and then cried, lifting his beretta, — 

"Oh, Miss von Merveldt! One moment! Is it you 
or your double ? " And he leaned over the fence and 
held out his band. 

" No, it is not my double," she sud, giving him hera 
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not UDCordiallj. " It ia I, come a long way round from 
the skating to see Mrs. Ftynn." 

*' Ati, it is of Mrs. Ftynn that I want to speak. 
She is as warm and comfortable these days as my 
cats nnder the stove. It ia delightful and astonishing 
to see how natorally she takes to those furs. Quite 
as naturally as if they were her own skin provided 
by nature, though somewhat belated." 

** It rejoices me that she ia warm and well." 

His gentle, penetrating eyes met hers very genially. 
"And you?" he said. "All is warm and well with 
your apirit, through your great kindnees?" 

Hia simple question flooded her face with color. " I 
and my spirit, we have as yet made so little acquaint- 
ance I fear that my spirit ia very slow to fly." 

*'Juat as some birds learn late to fly, perhaps," be 
laughed. *' It all depends on the kind of spring we 
have. Now, the robins that live here in my cherry tree 
— like flatHlwellers with a ea£6 in the building — and 
those in the willows around the church" — and he 
pointed to the neats in the leafless branches — "they 
are sometimes very slow in the joyous discovery of 
wings. Last year it was mid-June before the miracle 
of flight. I saw it all, as I walked up and down among 
the currant bushes, reading my office." Hia wrinkled 
face, alight with the remembrance, turned quite boy- 
ishly to her, and his thin old cassock blew out around 
his gauntness. " One minute, and the young birds were 
just little creatures, hopping in and out among the 
radishes and lettuce, trying fooliab little flights. Sud- 
denly there was the miracle. They grew aware of 
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wings. They were spirits, soon to be off in limitless 
air. Mirabile I " His thin hand was as aiiy in its up- 
ward flight aa a soaring bird. " And so," he finished, 
with grave yet smiling eyes, — '*m it is with the spirit 
of man." 

" I can see it all, your little birds io the Hnnshine," 
she said with a sigh. " Yoa have told it most beauti- 
fully. I shall remember and watch always the little 
Germaa birds." 

"Ah," he exclaimed, ** yon must remember the mir- 
acle, not just the birds. Yon see, a miracle is when 
the Door is suddenly swung back wider than usual, 
that we may see and take heart And so you must be 
on the watch to see into the Beyond, when yon be- 
come aware of wings. It may happen to yoa at the most 
unexpected time. And I should think — I should be 
pretty sure — that you are one who would see io f ar> 
ther than most of us." 

Again he laughed a little, and then went cm, before 
she could gather herself together for the quite imper- 
sonal answer she had in mind. " And soon, after the 
miracle of the next few months, I can ask you and 
your friend Miss Hathaway to see my garden. It is 
really very much more than just a garden, although 
you may not perceive that it is. It is to me my Italy 
— or rather, my Florence, which to me is Italy. There 
in the shade of the willows is my Yallombrosa. My 
rose-beds there, under the straw, are my Boboli Gai^ 
dens. The path among the onrrant bushes is my 
Cascine. The hives against the grape-vines are Fie- 
sole, and" — he stopped for a laugh — "and my 
292 
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chickea-yard is m; Piazza del Popolo, it is so busy 
and full of chatter." 

''Andyotirpeople?"8befollowedlumgayly. "They 
are your Pitti Gallery aod your UfBzi Gallery. I re- 
member what yon bare said that day of your master- 
pieces." 

" Yon are right ! I have whole rooms of Madonnas, 
and some Holy Families, and many heavenly children. 
And there," making a grand gesture towards the small 
brown church with the aqoat belfry, " are my Duomo, 
my Baptistry, my Campanile." 

" To me," she said " the great miracle is what yonr 
fantasy has made of your garden. It is this transfor- 
mation that is the miracle." 

" My child," he said slowly, looking her grarely and 
frankly in the eyes, " what you call a 'miracle' is just 
the transformation that the love of Christ can make, 
than which there is no greater miracle. You believe 
in human love, and that you need fear no oonditions 
if there is love. And so it is love that makes my cor- 
ner of the Patch, for me, my Florence, the city of my 
heart. Good-bye I " And his hand went out to her 
over the shabby fence. 

She gave him hers, her eyes dropped before his 
quiet, serene gaze. As she turned up the street, the 
beU from the Duomo began to clang the " Angelus." 
She looked back. The old man was standing in the 
cackling, crowing Piazza del Popolo, his bare head 
bowed. 
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BBIABS AND 8HABP STONES 

Xhe night that Alston came the college was in the 
Qym at the French play given by Les Alouettes, the 
Senior French Society. In the Willard House, where 
Margot lived, the lights were low, and Alston's ring 
at the door got a slow answer. Then Jennie came, 
with no better news than that Miss Ton Merveldt was 
in the Gym. But Alston's low-toned explanations 
made it seem to Jennie quite possible that she might 
find Miss TOD Merreldt ; if he would wut, she would 
do her best. And, after all, the " best " was a simple 
matter. Presently, Mai^t was running across the 
campns under the stars, her cape flying out behind her, 
her heart bounding. 

Alston again stood nnder the Forum Romannm in 
the long, dim drawing-room. Bnt he came quickly to 
meet her, both hands out. 

" You are very pale," she said breathlessly, ^ving 
him hers. " I ran. How pale yon are I " 

" Ton did run, did n't you I I am very glad to see 
yoo." 

She sank on the davenport, and threw back her cape 
revealing herself in all the simplicity of a little girl, 
in her white frock. '* You are not ill, are you ? Perhaps 
it is the light." 

" Oh, no I I am not ill." He was still standing. 
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looking down at her. " lam quite extraordinarily well 
— now that I see you again. And you are very busy, 
as you said ? And — " 

" But yon will please sit down. There is so much — 
a whole world — for me to ask. It seems quite years 
since that day we have snowshoed. And Sandy is well ? 
And have you been to Studley and seen — You will 
sit down, will you not ? It is very good that yon have 
come." 

" I have only ten minutes," he answered, taking out 
his watch, his eyes on her changing face. " I am stand- 
ing because then I can see you better — the whole of 
you, you see. I 'm going away to-night, on the 9.30 
express from Somerset. I did n't know I was going 
till late this afternoon." 

"Going away?" she repeated. "For long? Far? 
And you came to see me ! You will soon come back ? 
Ach, there is so much we have to talk about ! " 
~" Much to talk about I Of course I came to see you ! '* 
he sdd, sitting down by her, holding his open watch. 
" You see, there *s a law>suit about a big estate, and 
there are thousands of acres of forests in the Tennessee 
mountains for which there is not a very sure title, and 
I 've got to go and look the matter up. Haversham 
oan't. He's — " 

" To Tennessee? Never have I heard of that place. 
Is it far? Yon travel a whole day?" 

" Two days and a night will get me there, and then 
there's a long drive in the mountains. It's a pretty 
long trip, but I shall be back soon, and it will be new 
and interesting." 

20S 
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" How mucli time have you left now ? " ahe said. 

" Five minntee. Now, tell me about yourself. New 
York was pleasant ? " 

"It ia BO litde a while, and to talk of New York ! I 
liked the pussy-willows much. I have them on my desk. 
When I write, sometimes they drop and touch me 
softly." 

He took his eyes away to look at his watch. 

" I have seen you the day before the puaay-willows 
have oome," she went on breathlessly. " I was in the 
flower-shop. I ran oat to apeak to you. Then I ran 
back." 

"Yott ran back?" 

** Yes, and then I went out agaio. The trolleys wen 
gone. It was quite empty." 

*' You should not have run back." 

" Again I will not run back. And there will be a 
long drive in the mountaios ? You have rugs and warm 
things? And there will be a diligence with curtains?" 

" Oh, I shall get on splendidly. And now the time *8 
np. And when I come back — " he rose and shut his 
watch slowly, with a little click. Then be held out his 
hand. " When I come back, you will go to the woods 
with me ? Hepatica and arbutus leaves may be out, 
and we can bring them into the house and nuke them 
bloom under glass. You will go ? They say the spring 
will be early," 

" We need not wait for the green ! Even if it is 
winter yet — And you are sure the diligence hascur- 
tains and that on the passes the snow will be gone ? " 

"Oh, yes I And I shall be back soon — in three 
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weeks, perliapBl" They were walking towardi the 
door. Her hand was in his. 

*' Aoh, almost I had forgotten \ Suppose I should 
have to go back to my home before we go to the 
woods ! Hadwig is fearfully ill." 

He was holding her hand against his cheek. "There 
are the German woods," he said. " I speak no German, 
but — I will hurry back. And yon will take good oare 
of yourself? And go to see Lucy and Dorothea?" 

" I wiU. But I shall think of the monntains and 
the avalanches. Ton are sure that the horses — Aoh, 
not yet have we said the things that — " 

*' Bat we understand ! " be called back. " God bless 
you!" 

The night air blew in on her hot cheeks. His eyes 
smiled back at her. The door slammed. 

She went to pick up her cape. It was a good cigar 
that he had been smoking before be came. Sbe bad 
not noticed before that he wore a ring. It had pressed 
against her hand. His cheek had been hot, too. Tbeo 
she realized, with a rush of tears like a child, that he 
had gone, that it was two days and a half to the moan- 
tains — farther than from Leipzig to Petersburg, £ar^ 
tber than from Leipzig to London. 

When Emily came in for good-night, Margot was 
reading Baedeker's " United States." She put it 
quickly away under the table. Emily was in the cos- 
tume of one of Molidre'a noble ladies; the rice-powder 
from her snowy curls sifted over her toilette of flow- 
ered bed-room curtains, her Uackened eyebrows run- 
ning into her oajmine cheeks. 
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"How was it?" ahe gasped, dropping into tlie Mor- 
ris ctiaJr. "I'm dead-tired and nearly smothered and 
as sticky as fly-paper. Was the play worth listening 
to, Margot?" 

" It was wonderful, liebchen. And thoa wert charm- 
ing. And now, let me get cologne water and wipe tJiy 
dear face for thee. And then I'll pat my peignoir 
around thee and brush out of thy hur the rice-powder. 
Please, Emilchen I It must be that thou wilt let me, 
or I dance wildly or go out and run in the dark, I 
have such an enei^ I " 

"I don't care what you do, angel," Emily said 
wearily, "Yon see, I had to dress Belle Adams in 
Sara's trunk-covers and Myra's peasant bodice, and 
Belle is twice as big as Myra. And then I created five 
other toilettes out of all the curtains and couch-covers 
I could collect, and powdered endless heads, and made 
my own costume. I 'm tired enough to submit to any 
kindness. But it does seem a little bit like having 
Alexandra Begina waiting on me, to have yon doing 
forme. What part did you like best?" AndEmilylent 
herself languidly to Mai^t's wash-cloth and coli^ne. 

"Oh, the whole of itl " Margot said. "I like much 
Molittre, and to-night there was great esprit, and the 
French was quite Parisian, and all was beautiful.'* 
She was wondering whether she could tell Emily that 
he had gone. Somehow, it did not tell itaelf ! " But 
thou art truly a tired thing, Kind, art thou not?" 

"Tired doesn't express it!" Emily sighed. "I'm 
glad I don't have to live up to a title all the time." 

"A title?" Margot repeated quickly, enveloping 
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Emily is the pink peignoir. "It interestB me, that 
word. It is a word of many meanings, nicbt wahr? 
What thou sayeat I onderetand, and the title of a 
book. But when one says the ' title ' to land, then I 
do not know what it means. Is it perhaps the name of 
the land?" 

*'0h, that just means a legal right to the land, a 
deed of possession," Emily sud lazily with closed eyes, 
as Mai^t began to brush. 

" Onoe I have heard some one say abont a title to 
lands in Tennessee. And now tell me more, lieblingl 
It is BO big, thy country, and I am so dull. Is it 
pleasant in Tennessee? Is it like Switzerland, all 
snowy mountains and avalanches, and many, many 
goats?" 

Emily laughed drowsily. " You darling ! It is heav- 
enly, that brushing ! About the goats I don't know, 
but Tennessee isn't a bit like Switzerland, I should 
imagine. It's all wild mountains, but not like the Alps, 
and men make whiskey in lonely places and have feuds 
and shoot each other. It's so wild, no one knows who 
has the right titles to the land. At least, that's what 
Jane Gordon says. She 's a '98 girl, and she *s doing 
home missionary work now in Tennessee." 

Margot stopped brushing and sat down on the conch. 
She had grown a little pale. " Ach, how terrible, Emil- 
cben! Are there no guards or guides or police?" 

" Oh, it 's too big and too wild for that. The moun- 
taineers would kill all the guards. They very often do 
kill strangers. It 's education that 's going to change 
all that. But I most go and let you get to bed. 
299 
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YoaVe been awfollj good to me. Any neire from 
home yet ? " 

** Not yet. And now I bo fear to have tlte letter oome. 
Suppose it iboold say — " 

"Ob, don't suppose anytlung bo dreadful I It will 
probably say that Friiulein Hadwig is all right again — 
that she was just nervons at being alone so much. My 
hair feels fine after yoor bmBhing. And now, you *re 
tired oat. I can tell by your eyes. Go to bed soon, 
won't yoo, dearest?" 

When Emily had gone, Maigot atill sat on the 
conch. In the place of the just departed guest a 
strange new one had announced itself quite boldly in 
her heart. Emily's piotnie of Tennessee had opened 
wide the gates to bo poignant a fear that there could 
be but one explanation of its presence, and yet so 
hnman and warm a one that it was dearly welcome. 

With a long sigh she got np and stretched her arms 
wearily. "This is the miracle," she sud to herself. 
" It is when onr hearts tell ns whither, that we know 
that we are winged." 

Two hours later, after sleepless companionship with 
moonlight and flying shadows of bare, windy boughs, 
Margot got out of bed, tall and white in the dimnesB. 
The college clock struck one. A late wayfarer passed 
with loud footsteps on the cement walk. She stood a 
long time looking out at the quiet campus shadowed 
black with sharp angles of roofs and chimneys. Then 
for another moment she knelt at her bedside, as Doro- 
thea bad knelt, her face dose in her bands. 
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CHAPTEK XXVI 

DBEP TALLETS 

One springlike morning, some ten days after Al- 
ston's flying Tisit, she and Helm chanced apoo each 
other upon the main street. Only February as it was, 
the day dared be like May, and the things in the 
florists' windows would bare felt better on the other 
side of the glass. Matgot felt that she, too, was faring 
better in the fresh out of doors after the long gray 
interval of snow and nun. During this interral she 
had fearfully avoided the lahoratcny, and given her 
time to Miss Hathaway's Dante course, to her Eng^ 
lish work, and to classes in the Wheel House. It was 
work only that helped her through the dragging days, 
heavy viith fear of the news from Leipzig, and slow with 
impatience for the return from Tennessee. Once, dop- 
ing those dajrs, in spite of her automobile's, being in 
the repair-shop, getting itself made smart for spring, 
she went to Stndley for the afternoon, hungiy for in- 
timate speech. But somehow, as she sat wiUi Lacy, 
part of ^e time with Dorothea on her lap, telling of 
the news from Fraulein Had wig, she felt that her heart 
was already bare to her cousin's eyes, and that it was 
as much too early for spoken confidences as for spring 
flowers. So, sure as she was of Lucy's reading, she 
dwelt only upon outward and evident things. This 
call in Stndley was the only pause in her round of 
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work, nntit fake aod fickle spring looked into her open 
window and awoke tke nature in her into a longing 
for fields. It was with this lon^g upon her that she 
aod Helm chanced npcm each other on the main street. 

Afterwards, looking back on the meeting, to Helm 
it did not seem chance. It seemed rather a spiritual 
ezperieoce akin to those of St. Anthony. He was 
bound nphiUward to see one of his Testiymen. In the 
twinkling of an eye, he found himself abandoning 
his business and turning downhillward at the side of 
this astonishingly lorely young woman. Always, after- 
wards, he thoDght of her loveliness as someUiing a 
little unfair, a little more than jnst human. However, 
in justice to him it must be said that, at the time, he 
did not actively realize her loveliness. That was more 
definitely observed by the girls passing up and down, 
who had as well observed that Mr. Helm, the awfully 
good-looking rector of St. Hilda's, was walking with 
her. To the coll^ girls, lus handsome, clean-ehaven 
face and his gold cross on the black ribbon across his 
clerical vest, were thiillingly spiritual. 

Helm had actively realized only the coincidence of 
her appearing just at the time when he was thinking 
that if he was the friend of her spirit, he need not be 
so ceremonious with his conscience in the matter of 
catling on ber. But, after all, there was bat little of a 
coincidence, for the thought of his new spiritual re- 
lation was of not infrequent occurrence. 

" I was just thinking of you," he said, *' and won- 
dering how things were going with yon. It is a coin- 
cidence that we should meet." 
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Surely Burroimdiags had nothing to do vith his 
thinking of her. They were in front of a meat-market, 
with an rosthetio treatment of radiahes and lettaoe in 
the windows. 

" The beantif nl day is making many friends to meet," 
she answered. " I feel as if spring most already he in 
the fields." 

" And yon are going to see ? " he said, looking 
down at her short skirt and walking-hoots. 

" Yes, that is where I am going — to see if I can 
persuade her that she should stay." 

She laughed and walked on, and as be tnmed 
with her, and fell into her step, it was on his lips 
to say^ just as he would have said several years b^ 
fore — ** Of course she will stay if you ask her." In- 
stead, as he lifted bis hat gravely to the Reverend 
Mr. Thrasher, of Unity Churoh, who waa paseing, he 
said to her, — 

" May I walk a little way, and find out what argn- 
ments or pleas you are going to use with the fickle but 
well-intentioned spring ? I might find them naef ul with 
my young women parishioners." 

" For initanoe, with Emily ? " she qaestioned 
gayly. 

A faint color flushed his thin cheeks. " Well, 
hardly," he laughed. " Miss Bishop is like May after 
the weather u fully settled, and the orchards are in 
bloom." 

" Ach, how beautiful is what yon have said of her t 
And it is true. May I tell her that you have made 
ber so lovely a compliment ? " 
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HU color had deepened. *' Yes," he said gravely. 
** Why not ? It is of her spirit that I speak." 

" I will tell hei, then, and she will be very glad. 
But yon most not say of spring that she is light- 
miDd«d, althoogh she is full of light. She is quite grave 
with all tha respoDsibility to make things to grow. 
When she has changed herself in her mind suddenly, 
it is not at all beoanse she is light-minded, but because 
she so fears that she has been too slow, or that she 
has oome too early." 

*'YoQr charity is original," he laoghed. "Should 
you 1>e BO generous if spring changed her mind with- 
out warning, and spoiled your hat ? " 

"Ach, yes I " And she laughed, too. " I should know 
then that spring has been afraid that she has not suo- 
oeeded to rain enough the shower before." 

" Well, if I may, I '11 go with you, and see how yoa 
two meet — yon two who so well understand each 
other." 

" Oh, yes I If you like to go, and do not like better 
to do the thing that you were going to do, why not ? 
The sunshine is too beaut^ol for any one who is 
reasonable to do what he does not wish mocfa to do. 
To-day one should do all whatever be likes. It is so 
human and sweet." And she lifted her bead and drew 
in a long breath. 

They had tamed off the main street long since, and 
were among the old-fashioned homes, whose lilac and 
syringa bushes leaned ho genially over the fences. 

Again, as before in the chnrch, be caught the ex- 
quisite lines of her chin and throat. 
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" * Human and sweet ! "* he repeated. " But when 
yon stop a moment and feel it all, all the loreliness, 
do 70a not feel as well, quite suddenly, a little pang ? '* 

" Oh, yes I Truly ! A little Sehnsaoht, as we say in 
German — a little longing, of what we do not know. 
That is the part that is sweetest of the spring-mood." 

*' Because that is the divine," he said. "The loveli* 
ness makes us want our own, the greatest Loveliness, 
which ia God." He paused as they tnmed into a more 
rambling street, then went on musingly. " What an 
eostaay it makes of life, to catch at this Divine in 
men and things I To lift it up out of the great sea 
of humanity, ^ gleaming and beautiful I " 

His ardor drew her eyes to his eager face, lean and 
dark and dear, freshened by the wind. He felt her 
look and met it radiantly. 

" Ah, my friend," he sud, " I can telL Ton have 
latent in you this splendid paswon for the Divine. 
When I saw you first, I felt as Benedict most have 
felt when be saw Scholastica for the first time." 

** Acb, I am all human," she laughed. ** Ton must 
not expect that I follow fast. All on what I am sure 
is that I find my spirit, that it is sweet to find it and 
yet ever with the litUe pang." 

They were turning into a road that led across the 
meadows to the mountains. To the left shone the river, 
with its ice-piled banks, and beyond the river lay 
broad farm-acres aronnd red bams. 

*' Of coarse there is groping and strife, and there 
are deep rivers and falls by the way. And then sud- 
denly life seems snch bitter foolishness, such mad- 
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ness, witbont a Beyond I In my own life," be added, 
looking quietly at her and speaking with a calmneu 
that was quite imperson^ "the Sapemataral is the 
only tie that binds bother the shattered bits of the 
natural." 

" Bat one can learn, can tmderstand, snrely, with, 
oat ever the pain, the sorrow," she cried, with a sad- 
den fear at her heart 

" Of ooorse I That is as Qod sees fit. Bat a friend 
of the spirit is sent as to light the road for us and 
show OS the way. And soon," he went od, with bis 
winning smile, "yon will read a little more Browning 
with me, and yon will be good enongh to read your 
Goethe to me, and so we shall help each other towards 
peace." And he began to let down the bars that gave 
entrance into a pasture of boulders and pointed little 
cedars. When he had put them np and OTertaken her, 
he Bud, as if out of his musings, "It is my highest 
dream — not the dream most men have — to give my 
life to God, and then sometimes, as now, to stand be- 
fore mountains with a friend of the spirit Yon know 
what Arnold saya ? 

And then he thinks he knows 

The hills vhere his life fom, 

The seft when it goes." 

"That is beantiful," she sighed. 

" Snch a Inll in the race is not too much for me to 
ask of life, is it ? " he said. 

" Ach, no I It is but little if one has a heart.*' 

" But that does not count with me." 

They had come to a small stream that rioted down 
S06 
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from the moantains nnd«r fury ice-bridges, in and out 
among ci^stalled grass and cress. Margot sat on a 
boulder on its mai^n, against the backgroond of 
snow-streaked slopes. Not far away a small oott^^ 
cbintDey smoked fragrantly of birch, and children's 
voices rang from the barnyard. Helm stood watching 
the rush of the water. 

" Is it not qaite like a stream from the glaciers ? " 
she cried joyously. " I am going to wash my face in 
it, as always I hare been doing at the Ryffel Alp and 
at Laaterbrnnnen. It is not graceful for young ladies, 
you will say, bat I so love to feel the snow-water on 
my eyes." And she took oS her hat and coat, and 
threw them on the grass. Then on her knees on the 
bank, she reached one hand down to the water. Helm 
had drawn near. 

" It will not be a drowning, bnt it will be a bad cold 
if you slip In," he laughed. *' Shall I hold one hand ? " 

She had dashed a few drops over her faoe, and they 
bung sparkling on her bright hair. In her delight she 
seemed to him to be more nymph than woman. 

" Ah, it is like wine of son and snow t " she cried. 
" Will you not try it ? Mo 7 Then you will please bold 
this hiuid. The bank is steep, but I can reach down. 
Just once or twice will I make a good dash on my 
face." 

Helm took her hand, and she leaned closer to the 
foaming pool. 

" It ought to persuade spring to stay, your face in 
the water," he s^d in a low tone. Her small, warm 
hand in his set his heart boonding. 
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She lifted her face a moment, all wet and laaghing. 
" It is as cold and pure as if the Jimgfrau saows have 
been making the brook," she said. 

And once again she bent her shining head and 
onrred her slim figure over the margin. In the bare, 
sunny loneliness, over the murmur of the water, she 
had grown wholly nymph. To Helm time seemed to 
stand quite still for a moment 

It was when she sprang up, while he still held her 
hand, that he did the mad thing which made the whole 
experience seem to him so closely aMn to the tempta- 
tions of St. Anthony. Then, in Uiat little, hot minute 
when she bounded up, her face ro^ and gleaming, her 
eyes alight, he wildly kissed her just where she waa so 
near him — ou her white neck, behind a small, cold, 
wet ear. 

" Ach t " she cried angrily, red and white in her 
swift recoiL "Why, then, have you so stupid a thing 
done ? Then all is stufF — this what yon have SMd to 
me t Ach, Gott I " And she sank on the boulder and 
buried her face in her hands. 

Out of a long silence Helm spoke, in a flat voice. 
His taoe was like old wood ashes that have liun long 
in the weather. He held out her ooat. 

" Ton must not take cold," he said. " Put on your 
ooat, please, and your hat. I will go home. I will send 
one of the children down there to take care of yon." 

She did not answer. He threw the ooat over her 
shoaldera. "All that I have been saying to you is 
stuff," he went on bitterly and slowly, '* but it b only 
because it is I that said it The truth is nnchanged. 
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It is to — to help suob ai I that the truth — the truth 
hu been ^ven m. Christ understood and pitied snob 
foolishness as mine. That is why He came — becanse 
of onrselres we are such — snch fools I " 

And then she heard him go ofF down the pasture. 

When she fell to shivering, she got up and put on 
her hat and coat. Then two small boys in overalls 
came running up the hiU. 

"He said we were to show you the way — that he 
couldn't," one of them said wonderingly. 
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CHAPTER XXVU 

HARD CLIH8INQ 

J. HEBE it lay OD the desk, the letter whoie few terse, 
basmess-like lines declared the avful, impossible thing 
to be the inevitable and immediate thing for Fraulein 
Hitdwig. She, the lover of life, the sooffer, the joyous 
one, the tlbennenseh — she, so the doctor blontly said, 
had taberculosis, with only a few weeks to live. Miss 
von Merveldt would have to oome with all speed. All 
this, of course, the thin blue sheet, dated from Beetho- 
ven Strasse 82, Leipzig, did not say, but what it did 
say was so final that it meant all this and more to 
Margot in her breathless reading. 

With it was another letter, addressed with a trem- 
ulous dash in the familiar hand, and reading: — 

VnjA WoTAM, Lama, 
Moatag. 
Mein liebes, liebeb Kdtd, — I am much better 
to-day. I succeed to eat a little and there is a Color 
in the Cheeks. I made Lottchen to bring the Mirror 
because I feel that I am less hideous. And soon I 
shall be feeling better than ever, the Doktor says. It 
is just nervous, the Cough. It is when his Ear listens 
so at the Chest that I cough. It makes me so to fear. 
But soon I — [Here there was a great blot, as if the 
pen had dropped from the weak hand. Then it strag- 
gled on] — Here I have grown nervoos and the Cough 
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— bat now all is well. And that I grow mnoh better, 
I feel sure, for they have let me go outside. Thej 
hare put me into thy Father's Room, and my Couoh 
is out on the little Balcoo, so I have Air. And at 
Night I have Stars. They are very friendly, the Stars. 
And when I have waked quickly and started up with 
the Choking and the Fear, the Stars press me down 
gently, and say — [Again the break, and then] — Wilt 
thou not soon be coming Home? Small Buds are on 
the Plane Trees, and the Storks are going over. Soon 
thou wilt be coming. I have Something to relate thee 

— it should be soon. I have had Dreams of thy Mother. 
Her Wrists were very small and white. Is it not strange 
that I should so be dreaming? To-night there is a 
Hussars' Ball. I do not go. Come bood ! Thy 

HiDWIG. 
I see no one, so I have for thee no Scandals. 

" To-morrow, at six in the evening, the Hapsborg, 
North Cierman Lloyd," Emily read from the " Herald " 
spread wide on the'table. 

Margot, still in her hat, sat at the desk before the 
open letters and the pad of telegraph blanks. Her 
rubbers, still moist from the walk with Helm, were 
tossed on the hearth. She was scratching deep little 
dents into the blanks with her fountain pen, her brows 
drawn close. 

" Would that ship do, dear ? " Emily asked gently. 
" It 's an eight-day boat to Bremen, and you say it 
takes a whole day after you land. That will be in 
time, surely." 
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*' If only lie had said how long it will be till the — 
the end," Margot said. " If I oonld wait just a week — 
not leave so wildly — without to say good-byes. Aob, 
read it again, Emilchen. Thou art calm. Just what 
does he say?" 

Emily leaned over the letter, following it with care- 
ful finger. " Just that it is qiuck tuberculosis, that it 
is a matter of a few weeks, and that yon must oome 
right away if — if you would see her, dear." 

"MypoorHadwig! My poor Hitdwig ! Evertobeso 
Boomf dI of what is not joyous and beautiful. And now 
to die! And to die on so fearful a thing. It will so 
shame her. And what shall I do ? I — I do not know 
how to help her, Emilchen. Now, if it were thon ! " 

" God will show you how to help her, dearest We 
always find that we know." 

" Aoh, I know nothing hut to fear, and to long to 
go, and then to long to stay, and at least make good- 
byes to my friends. He says it will be soon, thou say- 
est? It! How almost laughable to say 'It 'of Had wig." 

*' He says ' very soon,' dear." 

There was a long silence. Emily sat staring at the 
doctor's letter. Outside, in the warm sunshine, the girb 
went to and fro over the campus. The gold hands on 
the college clock shone cheerily at a quarter to one. 

Maigot's pen rolled off the desk. She stooped to 
pick it up. " I will go to-morrow, Emilchen," she oaiA 
in a low tone. " And thou wilt help me to go." She 
reached for the telegraph blanks. " I will telegraph 
Mr. Jarvis to book me and meet me and get me 
money and do all. And thou, dearest friend, thon 
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wilt, please, send (or little M^dore. And then early 
to-morrow — thou Bayest the boat goee at six in the 
erening — to-morrow momiiig, very early, I will go. 
But my heart — it does so ache for all the dear friends 
here that again I shall not see." She was pale, but 
quite herself, except for the tears on her oheeks. 

"You're just a beautiful, brave darting," Emily 
cried, kiasiag her hand tenderly. " And you 11 be com- 
ing back soon to liye here, of course. It's where you 
belong. God means it so. I know it I" 

Maigot stopped in ber writing and brushed away the 
tears. " It does seem to me, Emilchen, that your God 
makes many experiments with what He has created," 
she said bitterly. 

Emily ran back from the door. "Oh, my dear! 
No ! Don't look at it that way. You see, the trouble 
is that we try to do the experiments when we don't 
know God's formulse ; and sometimes, even when we 
know Hia formulae, we take them away from Him, 
and try to finish them np our own way, and get our 
result, and not His. Don't you see, drar? And then, 
sometimes, He lets us fail, I think, just to show us 
that we can't get along without Him. But it 's not 
original with me, this explanation. That is what Mr. 
Helm onoe said in a glorious sermon." 

Margot caught her breath. Then she tore oS an- 
other telegram. " Perhaps I It is a strange lesson that 
we learn. But wilt thou do me another kindness? 
Wilt thoa tell F^Ux to bring a machine — any ma- 
chine — to run to Stadley? I mnst see my Cousin 
Luoy and little Dorothea and Dr. Goddard." 
313 
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*' Of course you mnst, dearcBt. I '11 telephone over 
to the garage right away. Think up all the things I 
can do to help. I '11 be back soon." 

In the unreality of the change — or rather, in the 
oold reality of what, until the news had actually oome, 
seemed only a fearful dream, Margot whirled along the 
road to Studley that afternoon, in the paling sanshine. 
Spring had not been persuaded to stay, in spite of the 
face in the mountain brook, and the idyl on its banks. 
And presently, as facts began to stand out from the 
crowded confusion of the day, there eam% back vividly 
to her the memory of the morning, of Helm's hot kiss. 
Poor boy ! How bitterly he had failed her just when, 
at the turning of the ways, she most needed him, the 
offered friend of her spirit. Truly, the supernatural 
in him had been conquered by the natural I She 
remembered it all with a little sad humor. And then, 
too, she remembered what he had sud, in his bitter 
shame, *' It is to help such as I that the truth has been 
^veu to ns. Christ understood such foolishness as 
mine. That is why He oame — because, of ourselves, 
we are such — such foolsl" "Of ourselves, we are 
such fools," kept repeating itself in her mind, as her 
thought went back to Hadwig. And suddenly, it wag 
to her as if Helm, that morning, had died in battle 
with the war^ong on his lips and the colors high. 

Then, from him, she faced the strange new land of 
fear and pain into which she was being led. In that 
land she was to meet Death, and help Hiidwig down 
the shadowy way towards a vague beyond which she 
herself was only just discerning through the doods. 
3» 
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And more 1 More I Her heart throbbed a wild avowal. 
How could she go, bow, without a good-bye to Alston 1 
She oould aotl She could not turn from the clear, 
passionate knowledge of her love for him, of his lore 
for her, just when he was coming back and all was 
to be spoken out between them in the dear spring 
fields. 

Lucy met her, knew all before they had kissed, and 
drew her tenderly out of her coat, while bearing of 
telegrams and steamer sailings and all the rest of the 
swift planning. 

Dr. Goddard was at a funeral out in the hills. 
Dorothea was in the bam with the new kittens. 
The old Farsoni^ was still and full of lengthening 
shadows. 

" It 's too hard I It 's too hard 1 " Lucy oried, draw* 
ing her close. ** You belong here, if any one ever did. 
What shall I do without youl " 

" And to go like this, without good-byes, it is ter^ 
rible," Margot whispered, with a half sob. "If it 
might be a week or a few days, to be ready in one's 
mind." Aod she sat in the little chair where she had 
sat to make Alston's toast in the Christmas-time, 
and pulled oflE her gloves. "And then I fear it so — 
to see Hadwig with the knowledge in her eyes. To 
have her look at me and know that I know. What 
shall I, say to her? We have been always so joyous 
together, so — so nnoaught by sorrow. Aoh, Luoy, I 
so fear to go ! " 

Lucy leaned over and put her thin hand on Margot's. 

*' My dear," she said, " you need n't ever be afriud of 
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anything. Toa don't know bow splendidly alax>ag yonr 
Bpirit is. That's what John Alston stud of yon to 
me — that yonr spirit is so high and conrageons." 

"Mr. AJston has said that of me?" Maigot ex- 
claimed, looking away from Laoy'a tender eyes. 

" Yes, he said it right here in this room after yonr 
walk, Christmas," Lucy repeated. " And it 's the finest 
thing he could say, too, beoaose his own spirit is so 
valiant and — " 

But Mai^t had flung herself on her knees and hid- 
den her face in Lucy's black shirt. " Thou dost see, 
liebchen," she cried softly. *' Thou hast seen all along 
how it is. And now to go like this and not to see him. 
And hare him never know how much — ach, that 
makes me to be all lost agtun I " 

Lucy patted her hair softly. ** Of course I 've known 
all along," she said. " It 's been the loveliest thing in 
the world to see the wonder h^pening to yon both. 
And you'll see him ag^n, dearest. I know John Al- 
ston. This is not the end of the road." 

*' It has been like this," Margot said, lifting her 
flushed face. " I have lost my old toad. I have been 
stumbling and frightened. And Mr. Alston has oome, 
all gentle and strong and great and simple, and the 
dear friend of woods and fields, and he has shown me 
bow to love all things and again to believe in myself, 
and then, quite gently and deep down, to feel some- 
thing that — that is beyond myself. Ach, it has been 
so precious and so dear ! " 

*< I know, darling. I knew almost when yon knew 
that you and he loved each other. It was when yon 
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vent for the snowbird, was n't it, you dear child, yoa ? 
Dorothea was right. The Christ Child had a gift for 
you ! " 

" And, Lnoy, it has been bo sweet that it most be 
that my mother — here, in this old house vitJii the old 
dear things that she has known — that my mother has 
led me to this joy. And I have thought that only a 
God oonld make so beautiful a thing I And now — and 
now — " Again she hid her face despairingly in 
Lncy*s lap. 

** Now," Lucy said, ** everything will be all right. 
You will see. A trifle like an ocean will never stop 
John." She laughed and patted again. " And then he 
will adore you for your brave going." 

Into their qniet broke the slamming of a door and 
a child's voice, and presently Dorothea came flying in 
and threw herself into Margot'a arms. After the greet- 
ings, she nestled on the floor at her side, awed by the 
oewB her mother had broken to her. 

" But to come back ^ain. Cousin Margot? Before 
the mayflowers ? " 

" Aoh, I know not, liebohen. I have at my home a 
dear friend who is ill." 

" HI to die? " Dorothea asked, wide-eyed. 

" God knows, darling," Lucy said. " And now you 
will ran and see if grandfather has come back ? Per- 
haps he is in the chnrch-stndy. And you will tell him 
that Cousin Ma^ot is going?" 

When she had gone, Lucy looked into Margot'a 
eyes with a long sigh. " Tluink God, you came to 
ua I " she aid. " Ton have lifted me out of the gray- 
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ness of my life. Too can't knoT what ;oa Ve been 
to me." 

" What I have been to thee I " Margot oried. ** Of 
oonrse I cannot know that because it is bo little in the 
wideness of what thon hast been to me. Through thee, 
it seema to me, my mother has oome olose to me and 
touched my spirit, just as in the morning I have seen 
thee touch the child and say, ' It is the day, darling! ' 
So thou hast done for me." 

As they drew apart, and Lucy tied her veil and 
held her ooat, Dorothea and her grandfather came. 
Dorothea ran to cling to Mai^ot ahi Dr. Croddard 
held out both hands. 

" Your going would always be too soon, my child," 
be siud, ** bnt it cannot be too soon for your friend 
who needs yon. And of course you '11 be coming back 
before very long." 

"Ton will alt be coming to the Villa Wotan," she 
answered, " and then I will do for you the thankful- 
ness that my words cannot say. And yon will think 
of me a little, please ? " 

" More than that ! We will pray for yon, all of us 
here, every day," he siud. " Then it will seem truly 
home to you. And will yon give your friend who is ill 
a message for me? " 
^ She looked up at htm, astonished, from buttoning 
her gloves. "Oh, yes! Gladly will I give it," 

He spoke slowly, smiling a litde into her question- 
ing eyes. " Will you tell her, for me then, — an old 
man who knew your father, — will you tell her 
that she has made a great and good woman of yon, 
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and that wheo she sees yonr father she need not 
fear?" 

" I will tell her," she uturmnred. Her eyes brimmed 
BO that she could not look at him. 

And then presently she was in the machine, and 
above its hamming there were Dr. Goddard's "God 
bless you 1 " and Dorothea's shrill little " Good-bye ! " 
that went into a sob, and Lucy's last hiss and whis- 
pered, " Yon shall be happy, darling ! " In a moment 
she had swept oS around the drive away from their 
voices. 

That night, as Emily packed the steamer-tmnh, and 
Margot, flushed and tired, tried to do many things 
and did nothing, Miss Hathaway came in, on her way 
to II Circolo Italiano. 

" Ah, my dear, how can I manage charades and sing 
folk-songs when yon are going?" she cried. "And 
we were to have the first audience of the Trescott 
fountain together in the spring." 

Margot laid Miss Hathaway's hand against her 
cheek. " Now," she said, " I will go to my own foun- 
tains at the YUla Wotan, and I shall see always yonr 
face in the water, and the dear purple cape, that is so 
part of you. And then I shall once more hear all 
what yon have been to me." 

" But you 're coming back, my dear ! " Emily cried, 
patting a steamer-rug into plaoe. " Don't talk as if 
you were going forever. She may be back for Com- 
mencement, Miss Hathaway." 

Miss Hathaway was holding Margot's hands, a sud- 
den shine of tears in her soft eyes. 
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" I have n't made you onhappj, anyhow, my dear, 
hare I ? " she sud snddenly. 

" Ach, no! You have made me to ooderBtand what 
it ia to be happy when one is — is unhappy. But, dear 
friend, my heart has been telling me that thou art 
to — " 

But before she oonld finiah, Mias Hathaway had 
kissed her on both cheeks, convent-faahion, sud 
" Auf wiedersehn I " and gone. 

"She bn't happy, anyhow," Emily declared, put- 
ting in the tray. " But she is much more inspiring 
tbaji if she were. She has always reminded me of the 
wind-harpe on my grandmother's windows. Every lit- 
tle breeze brings mmio." 

At last every one had gone, even the tearful M^ 
dore, laden with gifts of discarded finery; and the 
little farewells had been made ready for Mrs. Flynn 
and Flanagan. Emily had got her instructions in case 
this or that or the other happened. Then the two 
friends turned out the light and lay waiting for the 
dawn, Emily camped oo the couch En the sitting-room 
with the aWm~clock set for five. Each pretended that 
she slept, to make a stillneas for the other, until Mar- 
got stole to Emily's side and listened to see whether 
she were awake. 

" Emilchen," she said, sitting down and feeling for 
her hand, " I cannot sleep and I must tell thee some- 
thing. It seems so long ago, the night that Denny 
died, the night that thou didst come so close into my 
life. I shall ever remember it all, thy dear goodness 
to me. And this, liebchen, is what I have to tell Uiee 
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— if I find the words. That night it eeemed as if 
1 had lost the way — miles off in the dark, off the old 
road. But now, Emilchen, now the — " She paused. 
In the faint light from the oampns lamps throagh the 
uncnrtained windows, Emily could see tJie lines of her 
heavy unbound braids, the soft carves of neck and 
shoulders in the thin white gown. " It is not much to 
tell thee, dear friend, but now I see another road — 
quite clear." 

"Ob, Margot, I knew it! I felt itt How glad 
mother will be ! I do thank Grod I " 

" It is not mnoh to tell, Emilcben. But thou wast so 
good,sogoodt Thou ebouldstknoweven the little. And 
when there is more — if there is — thoa shalt know." 

" And Mr. Helm ? He baa helped you ? " 

"Ach, yes! Poor boy! He has helped me much — 
more than he knows." 

" * Poor boy I ' " Emily repeated. Margot could feel 
the sudden cold of her baud as she clasped it. " Why 
is he ' poor boy ' ? " 

"Beoanse — because so much be has suffered, Iteb- 
chen. Christmas I have beard bis story. Thou know- 
estit?" 

Emily drew herself up in bed, and pushed the bur 
back from her brow. " Yes, I know it," she said, in a 
voice that was not hers. 

"Of thee, be has said to me once a lovely thing," 
Margot went on quietly. " He has said that, to bim, 
thou art like the May-time when the orchards are in 
bloom. Is not that a most beautiful thought for thy 
friend to have of thee ? " 
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"Of me? He said that?" 

" Yea, of thee, liebohen, of thee," she answered 
alowly. She was seeing Kmily's palenesa even in the 
dim light. " And he has said that I might tell thee." 
Even to herself she could not admit the secret of 
which she was growing aware. " And now thoa 'It 
sleep." 

Emily sighed deeply. '*M'o, I shall not sleep. I'm 
too tbanbfol for what yoa have told me, and too sad. 
And I keep thinking of to-morrow night, this time, 
and of the great waves under yonr ship, and of her 
bow plung^g oat into the lonely ocean. I shall be 
praying for yon, darling." 

"That will make a light for my miunmaat, Uiy 
prayers," Margot said out of the dark. 

And then, in four short boors, she was on the trun, 
waving back through tears to Emily and M^ore on 
the platform, and seeing the early sunlight over the 
meadows that slipped so fast behind. 
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CHAPTEK XXVin 

ABOUND A BEND 

X HE man that took ber laggage at the Leipmg station 
was not Hans. She had counted apon having Hans 
meet her, that she might at once know the worst, 
after the meagre ship-telegram, and, as well, hare his 
kind old face to give a little cheer to her home^wming. 
However, she saw at once, id the flickering glare of 
the white sio-lights, that the footman in her livery, 
who stood saluting at the door of the slowing railway 
carriage, was a stranger. 

*' I have the limoosine. It nuns a little, geehrtes 
Fraulein," he said, taking her bags. 

"And she still lives? I am not too late ? " Margot 
said breathlessly, following bim through the great de- 
serted station, out among the sleepy coachmen lined 
np gainst a backgronnd of wet asphalt. The station- 
dock pointed to three. 

" She yet lives. It may be a day or two, the Herr 
Doktor says," the man answered, as the cabs made 
space for Uie big car. Nothing could have awakened 
her to reality as did the man's flat Saxon dialect 
The journey was over. She had arrived. This was 
not New York, not Riverby — it was Leipzig. A 
few moments before the groom had met her, he had 
been in the house with Hadwig, near enough to hear 
her cough. Soon she would have it to face, this 
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obaoge that had oome to her home jtut as it came to 
the home of any one elae. For one deep, sickening 
minate, as the man closed the door, she felt a mad 
will to get oat and go back, away from it, over the 
ocean again. Then ahe heard the ringiiig of a familiar 
bell. It was three o'clock etriking from the MatthiLi> 
Kirobe. As the machine swept noiaelesaly along the 
Oeorgi-Bing, across Bliicher-Flatz, high old roof- 
lines and gables grew oat of the alternations of dark- 
ness and wavering street light. Saddeolj the sense of 
home rafibed back in all its fallness. She lowered the 
window and leaned her face out against the swift, 
warmish wind. Presently they turned into the wide 
Schul-Platz, and then out the silent Bosenthal-Gasse, 
where the wind was splashed with hyacinth and tulip 
fragrance from the villa gardens ; then out into the 
dark Rosenthal. So still was it that she could hear, 
above the soft hum of the wheels, the shrill voices of 
the young frogs in the ponds. And then they went out 
deeper among the trees, curviflg off northwestward 
towards Ctohlis. The forest seemed to lean in to faer, 
with its odors that reminded her of forests across the 
sea, and of walks that had been, and might have been, 
— and were yet to be? From that thought, she set 
herself to watching familiar turnings and looking for 
familiar lights. And then quickly, before she was 
aware, they bad passed the gate-house, she was within 
her own grounds, sweeping round the long curve under 
the larches. There on the left, turning off into black- 
ness, was the path to the garden-bonse. The swift 
lights shone on the myrtle hedge, on the glass balls in 
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the beds by the masic-room, then on the fauns hold- 
ing aloft Uie nrns at the entrance-door. Then light 
Btreamed from the vesdbule. 

**Aoh, Gott sei danbl Mein Lieblingl Mein 
Engel 1 Mein geliebtea Freolein I Das dn endlioh ge- 
kommen bisti" And Lottchen's arms were round 
her, Lottchen's tears were on her veil, her oheehs. 
" Ach, that at hiat thou art come," she whispered on. 
** She still lives. She waits for thee." 

Margot drew bach in amazement, holding Lott- 
chen's hands tight. " But thou art not Lottcbeo I 
Thou art grown a woman 1 Where is thy rosy face? 
And where are thy long braids of hair? " 

*' Aoh, I am not myself with all the sorrow and the 
hittemess. But now thou art here. And Miitterchen 
dead. And now Fraulein goes I " And Lottchen's 
arms went round Margot with the little cry, " Thou 
art come at last 1 " And then she fell to undoing her 
coat and taking her hat and veiL 

"And I can see her? She is waiting for me?" 

"Ja, jal But not yet, Uie Herr Doktor says. 
When she awakes. And I have a little breakfast for 
thee, after thy long journey. I foi^t all in the joy of 
thy coming. It is so near the end for her, and they 
save her to see thee. She has something to tell thee. 
So always since she has been iU has she been say- 
ing." And Lottchen drew Margot into the familiar 
breakfast-room, with the candlelight on the old tank- 
ards and silver and glass. Beyond it lay the son- 
parlor, faintly gray with the dawn. 

Margot sank into the carved chair at the head o£ 
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the table. Lottchen went for the coffee. How changed 
the child was in her Blimness, with her white young 
face nnder the high ooil of braids I A door closed 
softly somewhere upstairs. It was very still. Hadwig 
was in the room above, with the balcony to the south. 
Down the breaUast-room, across the wide hall, she 
could see the long mnsio-room, dimly the two grand 
pianos. Suppose, in this strange stillness, she should 
go in and play some wild, glad thing, what would 
happen upstairs? On the top of the great porceliun 
store in the comer, there was the same little Swiss 
bear with the drinhing-cup on his bacb, from which 
she and Lottchen used to drink as children at the 
picnics under the grapes. Was some one coming? 
Again the door closed npst^rs, very softly. Grad- 
ually, out of the dimness, the bust of Beethoven be- 
came palely visible at the far end of Ute music-room. 
On the high shelf by the porceliun stove, the cuckoo 
clock ticked loud, and the candlelight made a star on 
the rounded lip of a great loving-cup the students had 
given her father. Ach, this was home agiun I She 
dropped her head wearily on her hands, a tear falling 
on Lottchen's immaculate coffee-cloth, with its red 
and blue oross-stitcb. And then, when Lottchen came 
in, she lifted her face and beheld the familiar tray, with 
its gleaming silver, her own cnp and saucer, her own 
napkin-ring, the dear Apfel-Kuchen, the little butter- 
pats like morning-glories. 

" Ach, Lottchen, it is only a bad dream I " she 
cried. " It cannot be that she is to die ! It is every- 
where, her touch of beauty. Even the little butter* 
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pats ! Hast thou heard from upstairs ? I have heard 
doors to close." 

" It was the night-nurse going for more oxygen that 
thou hast heard. There will be no news tiU she has 
waked," Lottcben whispered, filling the cap and, with- 
out question, putting in the two lumps and a little 
cream. " And then she will ramble a little in her mind, 
and then grow quiet and ask if thou art come. The 
nurses have told me that is how it is. Ach, God he 
thanked that ag^n I fill thy cup and cut thy Knchen I " 

"Mein liebes Lottchen! Mein liebes Lottchen I " 
Margot murmured. 

And then Ijottoben knelt at her side and buttered 
her toast, whispering on. '* Thou art much changed, 
geliehtes Frantein I It is like spring at home in the 
Zillerthal, the change in theel Before, I should not 
have dared to say * geliebtes Friiulein ' ! But always I 
have thought it t Ach, could Miitterchen but see thee 
now ! And Frituleiu Hiidwig will see the change. She 
sees everything. The nurses succeed to keep nothing 
from her. And when a minute I am by her alone she 
whispers, ' Bring quick the mirror, Lottchen ! Do I 
grow so hideous as I feel ? ' Ach, poor Fraulein I What 
does it matter how her poor body looks t " 

Margot pushed hack the tray. " I can eat no more t 
I can but think of her I Does she speak much of me ? 
Is she much changed ? How long has it been so bad? 
Does no one oome to help her ? " 

And she rose and turned towards the sno-parlor. 

The east was reddening beyond the wide sweep of lawn. 

The larches down the driveway were growing green 
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ont of the gray, the marble nymphs aod fauns coming 
white. Within, the candles paled. Thrifty Lottohen 
blew them ont and came and stood at Margot's side. 

*' She always is talking of thee, liebes Fraiilein, 
and then much of thy honored father. And at the New 
Tear, she has read many letters from trunks packed 
away. And the cough haa been, ever since then, 
worse. But it has been ever sinoe she has come from 
Bremen, to see thee sail, that she has been aofFering. 
But not ever to give in ! And the Kerr Doktor saya 
it was the winter in Wien, before three years, that 
has given her the consumption. And, liebes Franlein, 
who is there to come to help her ? That is what always 
Miitterchen has said, * She is so cold and so high, some 
day she will shiver, and no one will warm her.' So 
Miitterchen has said to me many times, and that al- 
ways I should stay to do what I can. And it is all true. 
No one is there to come but the Herr Doktor and the 
—the dressmakers." 

" The dressmakers ? " 

" Ach, yes ! They come and come 1 Every day they 
bring ball^fowna to show her, that she will wear when 
she is well again, and things aU lace to wear when thou 
art come and — " 

"Ach, Godt I cannot, cannot bear itl It is too 
ghfastly," Margot cried, with a shudder, hutying her 
face on Lottchen's shoulder. 

"Pardon!" aaid a quiet voice behind them. "Fran- 
lein Hadwig is ready for Fraulein von Merveldt. She 
cannot rest until she has seen her. And it will be aa 
weUI" 
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It was the nurse in ber white uDiform. 

" She is on the haloon;. The earl; air is chill. Fran- 
leiD von Merveldt will need a wrap," she added. 

Margot had sunk on a chair. " I cannot 1 1 oannot ! " 
ahe whispered. 

"rrauleiu ron Merveldt is tired from tbe long 
journey," the nnrse said. " It is a long way, over the 
ocean. Ooce I have been with a patient from Carlsbad. 
She mnat not wait too long." 

" It is not that she is tired," Lottcben said, ber 
arm aroand Margot. "Come, liebes Fraulein. The 
air will be fresh outside. She is not so fearfully 
changed." 

" But bow to aet ! I do not know what to do," Mar- 
got murmured, as Lottcben led her away. 

" The good God will show thee," Lottcben whis- 
pered back. " It was so with me when Miitterchen has 
died. And I have not been — embarrassed." 

And presently she was going np tbe stairs. The 
cold daylight, throagh a window on the landing, fell 
white on a marble in a niche, tbe Diana of the Louvre, 
and on the two glaflses with spoons and a bottle that 
stood there on a tray. The door to ber own suite was 
open. She could see ber riding-^tick banging by tbe 
window in ber boudoir. She remembered just when 
she bad hnng it there before she went away. And next 
to ber door was the closed door to Hadwig's usual 
room. In tbe end of tbe ball tbe white cloths were stiU 
around the c^es of tbe canaries. 

liOttchen opened wider the lialf-«toBed door of the 
io<nit that had been Professor von Merveldt's. " The 
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good God wUl show thee," she whispered again, and 
tiptoed away. 

Margot stood on the threshold. The fresh air of 
the dawn blew into her face. She went in and closed 
the door softly. She remembered, as a little child, 
coming in, in just this frightened way, when her father 
had sent for her. She had been afraid of the bigness 
of the room, and a little bit of her sad father. The 
room looked jnst the same. The shaving-stand was 
still by the window. The fencing-swords still hung by 
the chest. It was just the same, she was thinking, 
when the blowing curtains at the south windows caught 
her eye, and beyond them, on the balcony, the end of 
a conch covered with sea<green silk. Then the rin^ng 
(^ early bells came in at the window. She drew nearer 
and paused on the sill. 

Suddenly there was a hoarse langh. " I know thou 
art there and art afraid — to look," a voice said in a 
broken whisper. " Come, my child ! I am not so hid- 
eous! " 

"Ach, mein Friiolein! Mein Fraulein!" Margot 
cried, and flung herself down at the side of the conch. 
Close agwnst her cheek she pressed the hot, thin hand 
with the loose serpent ring. The other hot, thin hand 
was on her hair. Always she would remember how the 
bells kept ringing. 

"Mein Kind! Mein Kind!" the voice whispered 
on, between quick breaths. "I am not so hideous I 
Look at me, mein Herz, that I may look at thee I " 

With a long breath Margot looked up. A loose 
wisp of red-gold hair with threads of gray in it blew 
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softly againBt the high white brow. Ont of & film of 
lace the thio chest rose and fell qaichly, 

" It is only that I — I am thia, liebohen I Post thoa 
not see ? My color is bright. The Herr Doktor says 
that DOW — DOW I shall be all well — now thou art 
come." She moistened her hot, red lips. "And then? 
Ach, thoa art wunderschon ! " And she put a hot 
hand feebly on each of Mai^t's cheeks, and held 
her face, looking deep into her eyes. '*And they 
were good to thee, thy pions relatives ? How many 
lovers, meio Ubermensch 7 " She gasped and moists 
ened her dry lips. Her heavy lids fell for a minnte, 
theD opCDed heavily. "And canst thoa pray? I see 
it in thy eyes. It is a dit — different look." 

" Liebes Fraulein Hadwtg 1 How good it is to be 
with thee once more ! And now thon 'It quickly get 
well and we 11 go to the Ryffel Alp," Margot mur- 
mured softly, patting the ruddy bur. " I have come 
just to stay with thee and make thee to be quite well. 
Dost thou remember when I had the measles, and I 
was 80 red and hot, and thou wert so good ? See t I 
will rub thy head and then thou 'It go to sleep." 

She stirred impatiently. " Ach, do I I will not go 
to sleep! Always they are saying — saying to go to 
sleep. Bnt I most tell thee I Dost thou know. Kind, 
what I have to — " She gasped again. 

Mai^t was on her knees at the side of the couch, 
smoothing the pale brow. The gray hairs gave her a 
strange tenderness. 

"If thou wert my — my own — child, thou wonldst 
rub — just so," she whispered. 
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" Jast BO," Margot said softly. " And now I will 
tell thee of what a wise and good old man has told me 
to tell thee. He has known my father's book, and he 
has seen my father, and he has said to tell thee," she 
mnrmured on, ever softly, *' to tell thee that thou haet 
made me a good woman, and that when — when thoa 
seest my faUier — thou needst have — no fear." 

The heavy eyes opened. "If I should see thy 
father I What a dull old man ! Bat he is dead, thy 
father ! The old man has not known." 

She bad closed her eyes. The daylight streamed in 
under the awning on her thin, wrinkled face with the 
crimson cheeks. Down in the grass, the throstles were 



" Has the old mau kaown that — that I have — have 
loved thy father? It was before a long time — in the 
university — before thy America I " Her voice was so 
low that Margot hardly caagbt the words. ** Es war 
eine Wahlverwaodsohaft. And then he went away 
and brought — thy mother I She too has died." 

She turned weakly on her side, away from Margot. 
**And then came my torn," she laughed faintly, 
hoarsely. *' He was an Cbermensoh, thy father. And 
of thee — of thee I have made an t)l>ennensch I " 

" Thou hast ever been good to me, liebes Fraolein 
Hadwig," Margot said, folding her cool palm around 
a hot one. 

" And now soon — soon I will tell thee. Hast seen 
Ton Totpitz? He loves thee like — like a fooL Ja! 
Soon I will tell thee, liebling I How could I see thy — " 
But she fell to coughing, and a nurae came and lifted 
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her and held her, while Margot sat with head howed 
on the balcony railing. Just below hondreda of tulips 
blazed up in the early sunahine. 

" Has he thought — I should see — see thy father ?" 
the hoarse whisper began ag^n when the nurse had 
laid her back against her high pillows. 

"He was sure, liebling! He was sure!" Margot 
murmured. 

"I want thee in a — a rose-red gown for thy 
relatives — in America — mein seelen — Kind," she 
rambled on hoarsely. "But, be high and cold. Power 
to will ! If I should forget — in the little, small drawer 
— thy father's desk — " 

Perhaps she was growing drowsy, Mat^t thought. 
Should she call the nurse? Bat now she was smiling. 

" Nein," she said very softly, " it is the B minor 
TOD Liszt. I can hear — the wood-winds. Komm, mein 
Kind! Thine eyes I I knew it. They have taught thee 
— to pray. Vielleicht — vielleicht — " 

The nurse was standing at the window. "She is 
ready to sleep," she said in quite an ordinary tone, 
"and you must be tired, Fraulein von Merveldt. I 
will oaJl yon when there is a change." 

All day she lay in a half sleep, and to Margot's 
soft goings and comings only lifted heavy lids and 
closed them. The nurse sat in the broad window, 
crocheting swiftly from the spool of white cotton in 
her apron pocket. Once, when Margot was just com- 
ing, the doctor was just going. To her he was a new 
doctor. He only bowed and said, " It will not be long 
for her now. She will go out in sleep, as I have 
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lioped." His wordB took awajr some of the dread. 
They Boggested the calm slipping out from her moot^ 
iDgs, of a fall-sailed ship, ioto peaceful seas. " How 
Und people are ! " she said to herself. 

Id the evening, she and Lottchen sat hand in hand 
in the masio-room, in the deep oriel window with its 
leaded panes and medallions of old church glass. The 
casement was open. The west was still pale. Lottchen 
was whispering of the mnter's happenings into Mar- 
got's deep dream of the other side of the world, with its 
moanting homesickness. Surely, by this time Alston 
was back from Tennessee, she was thinking, again 
and again taking up that thread after Lottchen's 
▼ivid interruptions. By this time — almost midnight 
by the town clock in Somerset — by this time, he 
knewl Was he ooming? Was he coming? 
' *' I knew then that ^ was quite over," Lottchen was 
whispering, ** when she came home from the ball, and 
all her white — " 

Then the snmmons oame, from a norse in the great 
archway opening into the hall. 

" Come quickly ! " she said in a ringing whisper. 

Lottchen fell on her knees. Mai^ot ran up the 
sttUTB, down the ball, through her father's wide-4^>eD 
door. The room was brilliant with light. In through 
the blowing curtains came quick, gasping breaths. 
On the balcony, in a broad beam of light, the nurses 
stood over the couch. To Mai^t it grew dark. She 
groped her way till she stood by the oouch. She 
caught the cold, nerveless hand that picked so at the 
coverlet, and kissed and kissed it. The night wind, 
3» 
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warm and earthy, brushed her cheek. The cold band 
stopped its plucking, plucking. She pressed it close 
to her cheek, and shut her eyes tight. 

"It needs God! It needs God I " her heart was 
pounding. Abmptly, the cold hand left hers. The 
breaths came sharp — then a little laugh, as light- 
hearted as a child's. 

" Ach, das tempo I Za Bobnell ! Zn sdinel] ! Sollen 
wir noch einmal spielen ? Vielleiohtl" — Then a little 
" Oh I " — then silence. 

When the nurses lifted Ma^^ and led her in, she 
looked back without fear at the blank conch. Within 
some one took down the telephone-receiver. Lottohen 
stood sobbing at the data. 
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CHAPTEE XXIX 

raOH HOBIZON TO HOBIZON 

jJ.EB father's study had been her refage ever since 
that morning when they returned from not bringing 
Fniulein Hadwig back. Lottohen'6 sewing-basket, 
with its r«d-and-blue towel embroidery, on the big 
table among the books, took away some of the room's 
splendid aloofness, as did the boxes of daffodils in the 
windows, and Margot's own girlishness, sometimes dis- 
consolately in the deep leather ohair, often at the high, 
nuuiy>drawered desk. 

On the Wednesday morning two weeks after Frfiu- 
lein Hadwig's last " Vielleicht," Margot sat at the 
desk, agunst windows blurred with wild spring rain. 
Lottohen had gone to oonsolt with Theresa, the oook. 
Out of the unrealties the realities of eating and drink- 
ing and being oomfortable were asserting themselres 
with welcome oommonplaoeness. Lottohen made mnch 
elaborate, cheering talk aboat Schnitzel and Kuchen 
and Salat. 

" I thank God that we must eat," she said fervently, 
the first day after tbeir return. 

If Lottohen bad been with her, Margot would not 
have sat staring so long at the scrawled sheets open 
on her father's desk. They were the sheets she had 
found in the " little, small drawer" of Hadwig's nun- 
blings. The first sheet, dated some two months before, 
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had wasted do words in its clear-cat instructions fol- 
lowing upon the bluot confession that the Herr Dok- 
tor had said that she was to die. And she was *' no 
fool," she knew " the signs," so she said. Blood and 
night-sweats and fever were not to be misunderstood. 
But it was a disgusting, inartistic process, this dying 1 
" Afterwards," they should not look at her, and they 
were to hum her " without any foolishness." It was i 
better to be quite " finished with." The little jar 
must be in good shape — the Gh-eek was safest — and 
it was to lie in Maongnags, in (he meadows freshened 
by the Monte Rosa snows. 

The second sheet was dated much later, only two 
weeks before the end, the writing all faint and strag- 
gling. It read: — 

" I tell her when she comes. She comes soon. Al- 
ways have I kept on my Promise that I should write on 
English. The Doctor has been telling me. She is 
homesick and she will come Home. Aoh, &e black 
Eagles that fly against the Snow in my Mind I Their 
Wings go heavy — so 1 Then I tell her I cannot longer 
play the Game. It is against me — Something 1 Per- 
haps it is higher. It has oonqneredl And that she 
shall not fight against the — Something — she shall 
change I It is not too late. The Snows on the Monte 
Rosa melt. Ach, the heavy Wings — so black and 
slow! Life — it is not much I I^ove — Children — to 
have Tears — that is less sad than always to laugh! It 
is not for her too late. What her Father has said, that 
have I well done ! Always I Have loved him; she^ 
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the hu been the gettang even with the little American 
who always has so mnclt prayed I And now, bo near 
the — the Something — I am not aore ! So I know I 
am conquered, becanse I am not sore — a great Lone- 
liness — not to be sore. It is more — more friendly, 
like the Peasants, to be snre — to have the Cross in 
the Hands — and not go quite empty. Ach, Kind, to 
die, it is to condescend ! Why not — like the Peas- 
ants — so slow and black, the Wingal Perhaps — " 

A sudden gost, in sanshine, blew the drops against 
the glass. From the high bookcases around the wall, 
looked down the Vatican Apollo, Voltaire, Hnmboldt, 
Stimer, and other white marble faces of their kind, at 
the girl at the desk. In a long niche of the book- 
shelves in the west wall stotohed a tranquil mummy- 
case. 

She folded the sheets to tear them up. All that the 
Brat page had requested had been carried out. Ko 
friend had seen Hiidwig after Maigot's blind going 
from the balcony. But Iiottohen had knelt hours by 
the couch in prayer, and Margot had sat there, fear- 
less, frowning, challenging the mystery, answered ever 
with the memory of Denny's death — of the crucifix 
in his hands, of Mrs. Flynn's rapt eyes. And there 
bad been "no foolishness" except the heavenly music 
when the long box had begun to sink below the floor 
of the crematory, and Margot's and Lottcben's ding- 
ing finger-tips until it was beyond their reach. 

She leaned back in her father's high deak-chair. 
For the thousandth time she was wondering, calcn- 



bv Google 



FROM HORIZON TO HORIZON 

lating, whether the " Our Father ! " her aonl had cried 
out had been too late to touch that other bouL So pa»- 
Bionate an appeal must surely have reached Hadwig, 
if Bhe had been still there, not elsewhere — even on 
the farthest verge of life ! And if it had been too late — 
if she had gone too far to hear — then it mnst be — if 
He were the Heavenly Father — that He would forgive 
the blindness. Perhaps it was His forgiveness, His 
smile, that had given her, there on the edge of the 
abyss, so light-hearted a little laugh, and that sur- 
prised little " Oh I " Perhaps, there, on the other side, 
it had not been as she expected I 

A strip of blue shy above the larches ! The rain 
was over ! She got up, and, opening the long casement, 
stepped out on the wet stone terrace. Through the 
trees a pale sunbeam touched the wet shoulder of a 
marble nymph. She drew in a long breath of the soft, 
fragrant dampness, and, lifting her skirts, picked her 
way across the terrace down the hard gravel path. 
Hyacinths, blue or rosy or white, lay in soft clouds on 
the new green of the lawns. A drossel piped in a 
swelling lilac The sweetness, the familiamess, grew 
poignant as the garden unfolded its dear secrets to 
her. The faint green writing in the borders began to 
spell lavender and pinks and rosemary and foxglove 
and belldowers and all the other lovely things. But 
when she had so far forgotten the present as to stoop 
and look for signs in the forget-me-not bed, the 
loneliness suddenly overwhelmed her. She could not 
see the green writing there tor her tears. It was hers 
all alone now, the garden. There was no one else to 
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lean into the sweetness of the beds. And then there 
flashed into her thonght, with the waywardness of 
fancy, the anowy pasture above the Parsonage that 
Christouu morning, Hadwig'e letter that had made 
her so vividly realize her own homelessnesB. She had 
buried the letter in the drifts. Had the birds found it 
yet, as Alston bad suggested, and made out of the bit- 
terness a nest? Then Alston's eyes came back to her, 
then a wondering what to do with the long, umless 
day. In the stillness of the dripping leaves, the dros- 
■el's soft piping, a bitter desolation came over her. 
" There is no one, no one but Lottchen and me t " she 
said, half aloud, following blindly along the path that 
led to her father's arbor. Then, from the loneliness, 
her heart quivered into the remembrance of what the 
sheets in the "little, small drawer" had revealed to 
her — that she was the "revenge" for "the little 
American." That confession had at first filled her 
with a scornful rage, which, between her and Hiidwig, 
made an end that was even more final than death. 
But soon a new aspect of the confession struck her, 
and with it came a new light — the light of the pity 
and understanding of one woman for another. It is so 
mighty to love, she realized humbly. So she found 
again a love for Hadwig, and a forgiveness, and she 
read the last word of her own spiritual freedom. It was 
as it her own mother — "the little American" — bad 
looked at Hiidwig, and then at her, and had smiled 
and said, " We women — we understand." 

She went up the steps into the arbor. Snowdrops 
and scylla — scylla with the dear German name, Man- 
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nertreue — bloomed iu the nickg and oranoies of the 
stones. The broad openiogs framed faint green vistas 
of the Rosenthal and the Btinny blue of the clearing 
sky. It was there, in the arbor, that she and Hadwig 
had sat that last evening before she sailed. And now ! 
Bleached seed-pods still clung to the clematis around 
the windows — that night they had been stars of 
bloom. It seemed a thousand lifetimes since that night. 
She sat down by the table, in the same little iron chair 
in which she had sat that last time, and laid her hot 
cheek in her palm. Alston's cheek had pressed that 
very palm that good-bye call in college. The city bells 
strikingelevencameup the soft spring wind. A motor- 
horn rang faintly from the Rosenthal, then less faintly, 
then stopped. The rain dripped now and then from 
vine to window-ledge. A warm ray of sunshine fell in 
on her head bowed on arms outstretched languidly on 
the old stone table. 

" Did he mean that he would come if I wrote him 
that he could come ? " she was going over and over. 
" Or did he mean that he would come if he knew 
that — " 

A step crunched the gravel. She opened her eyes. 
It was Lottchen, come because the house frightened 
her when she was alone. No ! No ! It was not Lott- 
chen! It was too heavy! Too heavy! Her heart 
pounded. It was Heinrich or Johann or — 

" Ob, I knew I I knew ! " she cried wildly, mnning 
to the door. 

" It is a little farther than Studley, but I came," 

a voice laughed and trembled, and two hands went out. 

341 
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'*Thoa!" she said. "I have not thought that tboa 
— " And then she felt his palms gainst her palms, 
and felt his eyes and gave him hers. 

*'Toa did know, dearest I You did know! I told 
yon," he whispered. 

And there oame to her, as she leaned, the fragrance 
of a good oigar jnst smoked, and ber cheek against 
hia cheek, and bis arms safe round ber. 

" I came fast to belp yon — on the first ship 1 could 
get. I 've lost my trunk," he whispered on. " I will 
take oare of you. How soft your neck is I " 

And in the silence she heard his heart beating close 
under her ear, and she was thinking how inevitable 
it was that she should bear it 

" Were you mnoli — much hurt, dearest ? " he stud. 

With a long breath she drew away from him, still 
holding a hand of his in each of hers, and looking at 
him with yet amazed eyes. It was he, in the same gray 
suit of the last evening — here in the garden of the 
ViUaWotan! 

" Ach, I cannot see back to then — from now I Now 
it is just that thon art come! That is quite, quite all — 
and that thon dost nnderstand." She met his eyes, 
looked down, and orimsoued. 

*' I do not nnderstand," he said in a voice that trem- 
bledagain into a whisper. *'I cannot ever nnderstand. 
But what we know, we do not have to understand. 
And this, dearest, — ever since the snowbird, — this — 
we bave known — in spite of things. This, dearest.** 
And he leaned down until she lifted her face and, with 
half-frightened eyes, kissed bim. 
342 
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" I have not known that it so simple — bo easy — 
would be to — to — have all things right," she said, 
and then burst into sobs like a child, and was gatb- 
ered ^ain into his arms. 

" There is no other way for yon and me," he mur- 
mured close against her oheek. '* And it is God's way ! " 

When twelve faint strokes came up the wind h«m 
the Matthiii-Kirche and the Augustiuer-Eircke, tbe; 
turned slowly back along the garden-paths, hand in 
hand. 

*'I got back Friday morning," he was saying. 
" Lucy telephoned me at the house at luncheon-time. 
I went down to New York that night, and took the 
first boat Saturday. I did not cable you, because — " 

** Because?" she repeated. 

" Because I was not yet sure of yon and — if it had 
been not to come — " 

" Ach, do not, please I " she said. " Even to think 
of it makes me yet afraid that thou art not here I And 
now, of Lucy ! What waa it that she baa said to thee ? 
That I — " 

** Just that the news had come, that you had gone — 
and that — " He stopped. 

"And that?" 

" That you had no one to help. That was all, dar- 
ling ! " He pressed her hand against his cheek. " And 
I came on that I And without knowing a word of Ger- 
man, either \ " He laughed like a boy. 

Mai^t laughed, too. " It will be good for the Villa 
Wotan that 'yon laugh," she said. And then added, 
thooghtfuUy, " Dear, true Lucy I " 
313 
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At the bouse-door, Lotteheb in her white-frilled cap 
and apron, stood shyly to meet them. Her eyes were 
large and her cheeks rosy. 

"It is a friend whom I much love, from my mother's 
country," Margot said, with sudden embarrassment 
before Lottchen's grare surprise. 

Alston's hand went out, but for a minute Lottchen 
did not give him bers. Her eyes had brimmed. But 
suddenly she bloomed with smiles. 

" Warum nioht ? " she said. "Now I understand. 
It is for yon to come that the dear God has been wait- 
ing, to answer all for what I and Mtitt«rchen so long 
have been praying. And now, will you not like coffee?" 

That night, before be went back to his hotel, she 
stood at her father's desk, in the soft light of the 
high gold sconces. He held her bands and looked down 
into her clear eyes. 

'* To go hack with thee ! Ach, no I It will not seem 
strange," she was saying slowly. " It is why I am so 
sure, because to me it is not strange. Even this " — 
she dropped her eyes — "as we are — so near and 
dear — it is not strange. With thee, to me is nothing 
strange. Perhaps it is because I go to my mother's 
land with thee. It is as if she has said that it' must he 

BO." 

" I am sure that she has said that it must be so," he 
repeated dreamily, loving tbe halo made by her soft 
hair f^ainet the light. 

Her lids fell again under his tenderness ; then lifted 
again, as she drew a deep breath. 

*' And there is more that to me my mother has been 
3U 
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saying," she went on, again alowly, out of deeps apon 
deeps of thought. " Thou wilt understand. It began 
when Denny has died, that she has spoken, and it has 
been ever since growing clearer, the view. When 
Denny was dead, to me it was all fear. As I have 
told thee, the old road was quite lost. And nov again 
I have seen death and — and I have not feared, be- 
cause — because — " She drew another deep breath. 
He waited for her, his firm hands round hers. " Be- 
cause now," she went on haltingly, " now from my 
own life, I see the road high over the bills. Ach, 
in life, it is so wild and wide, we must find the road." 

"My dearest! My dearest," he said. 

But she went on, her eyes still beyond him, on the 
lights. " It is quite plun and clear, the road — from 
God — to GodI And thou and I — we — " 

She brought her radiant eyes to his. 
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